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ORIENTAL    ECLOGUES. 

BY      MR.     WILLIAM      COLLINS^. 

ECLOGUE      I. 

selim;    or>    the    shepherd's    moral. 

scene,    a    valley    near    bagdati. 

time,    the    morning. 

YE  Perfian  tnalds,  attend  your  Poet's  lays. 
And  hear  how  Ihepherds  pafs  their  golden  days. 
Not  all  are  bleft,  whom  Fortune's  hand  fiiliains 
With  wealth  in  courts,  ftor  all  that  haunt  the  plains; 
Well  may  your  hearts  believe  the  truchs  I  tell  ; 
'Tis  virtue  makes  the  blifs  where'er  we  dwell. 


a  See  Dodfley's  Colleftioii.  vol,  i.  p.  35*. 

Vo;..  II,  B 


Thus 
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Thus  Selim  fiing,  by  facred  Truth  infpir'd; 
Nor  praife,  but  fuch  as  Truth  beflow'd,  defir'd  : 
Wife  in  himfelf,  his  meaning  fongs  convey'd 
Informing  morals  to  the  fhepherd  maid  ; 
Or  taught  the  fwains  that  fureft  blifs  to  find. 
What  groves  nor  ftreams  beftow,  a  virtuous^mind. 

When  fweet  and  blulhing,  like  a  virgin  bride,     . 
The  radiant  morn  refum'd  her  orient  pride. 
When  wanton  gales  along  the  valleys  play. 
Breathe  on  each  flower,  and  bear  their  fweets  away  5 
By  Tygris'  wandering  waves  he  fat,  and  fung 
This  ufeful  leffon  for  the  fair  and  young  : 

Ye  Perfian  dames,  he  faid,  to  you  belong. 
Well  may  they  pleafe,  the  morals  of  my  fong  : 
No  fairer  maids,  I  truft,  than  you  are  found, 
Grac'd  with  foft  arts,  the  peopled  world  around  ! 
The  morn  that  lights  you,  to  your  loves  fupplies 
Each  gentler  ray  delicious  to  your  eyes : 
For  you  thofe  flowers  her  fragrant  hands  beftow. 
And  yours  the  love  that  kings  delight  to  know. 
Yet  think  not  thefe,  all  beauteous  as  they  are. 
The  bell  kind  blefiings  heaven  can  grant  the  fair  ! 
Who  truft  alone  in  Beauty's  feeble  ray, 
Boaft  but  the  worth  ^  Balfora  pearls  difplay  ; 
Drawn  from  the  deep  we  own  their  furface  bright. 
But,  dark  within,  they  drink  no  luilrous  light : 

*  The  gulph  of  that  name,  famous  for  the  pearl  fifl;ery. 

Such 
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Such  are  the  maids,  and  fuch  the  charms  they  bo'aft» 

By  fenfe  unaided,  or  to  virtue  loft. 

Self-flattering  {e)c !  your  hearts  believe  in  vain 

That  Love  fhall  blind,  when  once  he  fires  the  fwain  5 

Or  hope  a  lOver  by  your  faults  to  wini 

As  fpots  on  ermin  beautify  the  Ikin  : 

Who  feeks  fecure  to  rule,  be  firft  her  care 

Each  fofter  virtue  that  adorns  the  fair  ; 

Each  tender  paffion  man  delights  to  find^ 

The  lov'd  perfeftion  of  a  female  mind  ! 

Bleft  were  the  days,  when  Wifdom  held  her  relgrij 
And  Ihepherds  fought  her  on  the  filent  plain  j 
With  Truth  flie  wedded  in  the  fecret  grove> 
Immortal  Truth,  and  daughters  blefs'd  their  love. 

O  hafle,  fair  maids  !  ye  Virtues  come  away. 
Sweet  Peace  and  Plenty  lead  you  on  your  way  ! 
The  balmy  fhrub  for  you  Ihall  love  our  fliore. 
By  Ind  excell'd  or  Araby  no  more. 

Loll  to  our  fields,  for  fo  the  Fates  ordain > 
The  dear  deferters  Ihall  return  again. 
Come  thou,  whofe  thoughts  as  limpid  fprings  are  clear^ 
To  lead  the  train,  fweet  Modefty,  appear: 
Here  make  thy  court  amidll  our  rural  fcene. 
And  fliepherd-girls  ihall  own  thee  for  their  queen,. 
With  thee  be  Chaftity,  of  all  afraid, 
Diftrufting  all,  a  wife  fufpicious  maid  j 
But  man  the  moft — not  more  the  mountain  doe 
Holds  the  fwift  falcon  for  her  deadly  fbe, 

B  z  Cold 
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Cold  IS  her  breaft,  like  flowers  that  drink  the  dew  ; 
A  filken  veil  conceals  her  from  the  view. 
No  wild  defires  alnidft  thy  train  be  known. 
But  Faith,  whofe  heart  is  fix'd  on  one  alone  : 
Defponding  Meeknefs,  with  her  down-caft  eyes. 
And  friendly  Pity,  full  of  tender  fighs  ; 
And  Love  the  laft  :  by  thefe  your  hearts  approve, 
Thefe  are  the  virtues  that  muft  lead  to  love. 

Thus  fung  the  fwain  ;  and  ancient  legends  fay. 
The  maids  of  Bagdat  verify'd  the  lay  : 
Dear  to  the  plains,  the  Virtues  came  along. 
The  (hepherds  lov'd,  and  Selim  blefs'd  his  fong. 


ECLOGUE       ir. 

HASSAN;       OR,       THE       CAMEL-DRIVER. 

SCENE,       THE       DESERT. 

TIME,       MID-DAY. 

IN  filent  horror  o'er  the  boundlefs  wafte 
The  driver  Haffan  with  his  camels  paft  : 
One  cruife  of  water  on  his  back  he  bore. 
And  his  light  fcrip  contain'd  a  fcanty  ftore  ; 

A  fao 
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A  fan  of  painted  feathers  in  his  hand. 
To  guard  his  fhaded  face  from  fcorching  fand. 
The  fultry  fun  had  gain'd  the  middle  &y. 
And  not  a  tree,  and  not  an  herb  was  nigh  ; 
The  beafts,  with  pain,  their  dufty  way  purfue. 
Shrill  roar'd  the  winds,  and  dreary  was  the  view  1 
With  defperate  forrow  wild,  th'  aiFrighted  man 
Thrice  figh'd,  thrice  ftruck  his  breall,  and  thus  began  : 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
*'  When  firll  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way." 
Ah  !   little  thought  I  of  the  blading  wind, 
Thethirft  or  pinching  hunger  that  I  find  ! 
Bethink  thee,  HafTan,  where  fliall  thirft  afTwage, 
When  fails  this  cruife,  his  unrelenting  rage  ? 
Soon  fhall  this  fcrip  its  precious  load  refign  ; 
Then  what  but  tears  and  hunger  Ihall  be  thine  ? 

Ye  mute  companions  of  my  toils,  that  bear 
In  all  my  griefs  a  more  than  equal  fhare  ! 
Here,  where  no  fprings  in  murmurs  break  away. 
Or  mofs-crown'd  fountains  mitigate  the  day, 
Ir.  vain  ye  hope  the  green  delights  to  know. 
Which  plains  more  bleft,  or  verdant  vales  beflow  : 
Here  rocks  alone,  and  taftelefs  fands  are  found. 
And  faint  and  fickly  winds  for  ever  howl  around. 
*'  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way.'* 
Curft  be  the  gold  and  filver  which  perfuade 
Weak  men  to  follow  far-fatiguing  trade  ! 

B  3  The 
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The  lily  peace  outfliines  the  filver  ftore, 
And  life  is  dearer  than  the  golden  ore  : 
Yet  money  tempts  us  o'er  the  defert  brown^ 
To  every  diftant  mart  and  wealthy  town. 
Full  oft  we  tempt  the  land,  and  oft  the  fea  ; 
And  are  we  only  yet  repay'd  by  thee  ? 
Ah  I    why  this  ruin  fo  attradive  made. 
Or  why  fond  man  fo  eafily  betray'd  ? 
Why  heed  we  not,  while  mad  we  hafte  along. 
The  gentle  voice  of  Peace,  or  Pleafure's  fong  ? 
Or  wherefore  think  the  flowery  mountain's  fide. 
The  fountain's  murmurs,  and  the  valley's  pride, 
Why  think  we  thefe  lefs  pleafing  to  behold 
Than  dreary  deferts,  if  they  lead  to  gold  ? 

**  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  'ucklefs  was  the  day, 
?*  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  I" 
O  ceafe,  my  fears ! — all  frantic  as  I  go. 
When  thought  creates  unnumber'd  fcenes  of  woe. 
What  if  the  lion  in  his  rage  I  meet!  — 
Oft  in  the  duft  T  view  his  printed  feet  : 
And  fearful  !  oft,  v/hen  Day's  declining  light 
yields  her  pale  empire  to  the  mourner  Night, 
By  hunger  rous'd,  he  fcours  the  groaning  plain. 
Gaunt  v/olves  and  fullen  tygers  in  his  train  ; 
Before  them  pcath  with  ftirieks  diredls  their  way, 
fills  the  wild  yell,  and  leads  them  to  their  prey. 
"  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
i'  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  !'' 
'         ■'    -  At 
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At  that  dead  hour  the  filent  afp  fhall  creep. 
If  aught  of  reft  I  find,  upon  my  fleep  : 
Or  fome  fwoln  ferpent  twift  his  fcales  around. 
And  wake  to  anguifti  with  a  burning  wound. 
Thrice  happy  they,  the  wife  contented  poor. 
From  luft  of  wealth,  and  dread  of  death  fecure  ! 
They  tempt  no  deferts,  and  no  griefs  they  find  ; 
Peace  rules  the  day,  where  reafon  rules  the  mind. 
**  Sad  was  the  hour,  and  lucklefs  was  the  day, 
**  When  firft  from  Schiraz'  walls  I  bent  my  way  !" 
O  haplefs  youth  !  for  fhe  thy  love  hath  won. 
The  tender  Zara  will  be  moft  undone  ; 
Big  fwell'd  my  heart,  and  own'd  the  powerful  maid. 
When  faft  fhe  dropt  her  tears,  and  thus  fhe  faid : 
*'  Farewell  the  youth  whom  fighs  could  not  detain, 
**  Whom  Zara's  breaking  heart  implor'd  in  vain  ! 
**  Yet  as  thou  go'ft,  may  every  blaft  arife, 
*'  Weak  and  unfelt  as  thefe  rejeded  fighs ! 
"  Safe  o'er  the  wild,  no  perils  may'll:  thou  fee, 
"  No  griefs  endure,  nor  weep,  falfe  youth,  like  me.'* 
O  let  me  fafely  to  the  fair  return. 
Say  with  a  kifs,  fhe  muft  not,  fhall  not,  mourn  ; 
O  !  let  me  teach  my  heart  to  lofe  its  fears, 
Recall'd  by  Wifdom's  voice,  and  Zara's  tears. 

He  faid,  and  call'd  on  heaven  to  blefs  the  day. 
When  back  to  Schiraz'  walls  he  bent  his  way. 


B  4  ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE      III. 

4BRAJ      OR,      THE      GEORGIAN      SULTANA, 

SCENE,       A       FOREST. 

TIME,       THE       EVENING. 

IN  Georgia's  land,  where  TefHis'  towers  arc  feenj, 
In  diftant  view  along  the  level  green. 
While  evening  dews  enrich  the  glittering  glade. 
And  the  tall  forefts  caft  a  longer  fhade. 
What  time  'tis  fweet  o'er  fields  of  rice  to  ftray, 
Or  fcent  the  breathing  maize  at  fetting  day ; 
Amidft  the  maids  of  Zagen's  peaceful  grove, 
Esnyra  fung  the  pleafing  cares  of  love. 

Of  Abra  firll  began  the  tender  flrain. 
Who  led  her  youth  with  flocks  upon  the  plain  : 
At  morn  Ihe  came,  thofe  willing  flocks  to  lead 
Where  lillies  rear  them  in  the  watery  mead  : 
From  early  dawn  the  live-long  hours  ftie  told, 
*Till  late  at  filent  eve  ftie  penn'd  the  fold. 
Deep  in  the  grove,  beneath  the  fecret  fliade, 
A  various  wreath  of  odorous  flowers  ihe  made  ; 
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^  Gay-motley'd  pinks  and  fweet  jonquils  fhe  chofe. 
The  violet  blue  that  on  the  mofs  bank  grows; 
All-fweet  to  fenfe,  the  flaunting  rofe  was  there  ; 
The  finifli'd  chaplet  well  adorn'd  her  hair. 

Great  Abbas  chanc'd  that  fated  morn  to  ftray. 
By  love  condudled  from  the  chafe  away  : 
Among  the  vocal  vales  he  heard  her  fong. 
And  fought  the  vales  and  echoing  groves  among ; 
At  length  he  found,  and  wooed  the  rural  maid  ; 
She  knew  the  monarch,  and  with  fear  obey'd : 
**  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
'^  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd.** 
The  royal  lover  bore  her  from  the  plain. 
Yet  flill  her  crook  and  bleating  flock  remain  : 
Oft  as  flie  went,  fhe  backward  turn'd  her  view. 
And  bad  that  crook  and  bleating  flock  adieu. 
Fair  happy  maid  !  to  other  fcenes  remove. 
To  richer  fcenes  of  golden  power  and  love  ! 
Go  leave  the  Ample  pipe,  and  fhepherd's  ftrain ; 
With  love  delight  thee,  and  with  Abbas  reign. 
**  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
**  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd.'* 
Yet  midft  the  blaze  of  courts  fl^e  iix'd  her  love 
On  the  cool  fountain,  or  the  Ihady  grove ; 


c  That  thefe  flowers  are  found  in  very  great  abundance  ia  fomc 
pf  the  provinces  of  Perfia,  fee  the  Modern  Hiftory  of  the  inge- 
nious Mr.  Salmon. 

Still 
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Still  with  the  fliepherd's  innocence  her  mind 
To  the  fweet  vale,  and  iiowery  mead  inclin'd ; 
And  oft  as  Spring  renew'd  the  plains  with  flowers, 
Breath'd  his  foft  gales,  and  led  the  fragrant  Hours, 
With  fure  ref.un  ihe  fought  the  fylvan  fcene. 
The  breezy  mountains,  and  the  foiefls  grScn. 
Her  maids  around  her  mov'd,  a  di'iccus  band! 
Each  bore  a  crook  sll-rural  in  her  hand  : 
Some  finiple  lay,  of  flocks  and  herds,  they  fung  j 
With  joy  the  mountain  and  the  foreft  rung. 
*•  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbr.s  mov'd, 
"  And  every  Georgian  maid  iike  Abra  lov'dl" 
And  ofc  the  royal  lover  left  the  care 
And  thorns  of  ftate,  attendant  on  the  fair  ; 
Oft  to  the  ftiades  and  lovv-roof'd  cots  retir'd. 
Or  fought  the  vale  where  firfl:  his  heart  was  fir'd  : 
A  ruflet  mantle,  like  a  fwain,  he  wore. 
And  thought  of  crowns  and  bufy  courts  no  more, 
*'  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
*'  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd  !'' 
Bleft  was  the  life  that  royal  Abbas  led  ; 
Sweet  was  his  love,  and  innocent  his  bed,' 
What  if  in  wealth  the  noble  maid  excel  j 
The  fimple  fliepherd  girl  can  love  as  well. 
Let  thofe  vvho  rule  on  Perfia's  jewel'd  throne. 
Be  fam'd  for  love,  and  gentleft  love  alone  ; 
Or  wreathe,  like  Abbas,  full  of  fair  renown. 
The  lover's  myrtle  with  the  warrior's  crown, 

3  O  happy 
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O  happy  days !  the  maids  around  her  fay  j 
P  haite,  profufe  of  bleflings,  halle  away  ! 
*'  Be  every  youth  like  royal  Abbas  mov'd, 
."  And  every  Georgian  maid  like  Abra  lov'd !" 


ECLOGUE      IV. 

A, GIB    AND    SECANDER;      OR,     THE    FUGITIVES, 

SCENE,    A    MOUNTAIN    IN    CIRCASSIA. 

TIME,   MIDNIGHT. 

"N  fair  Circaffia,  where,  to  love  inclin'd. 
Each  fwain  was  blel^,  for  every  maid  was  kind  ; 
At  that  ftill  hour  when  awful  midnight  reigns. 
And  none,  bac  wretches,  haunt  the  twilight  plains ; 
What  time  the  moon  had  hung  her  lamp  on  high. 
And  pail  in  radiance  thro'  the  cloudlefs  flcy  ; 
Sad  o'er  the  dews,  two  brother  fhepherds  fled. 
Where  wildering  fear  and  defperate  forrow  led  : 
Fall  as  they  preft  their  flight,  behind  ,them  lay 
Wide  ravaged  plains,  and  vallies  flole  away. 
Along  the  mountain's  bending  fides  they  ran, 
?Till  faint  and  weak,  Secander  thus  began  : 

Secander. 
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Secander. 
O  ftay  thee,  Agib,  for  my  feet  deny. 
No  longer  friendly  to  my  life,  to  fly. 
Friend  of  my  heart,  O  turn  thee  and  furvey. 
Trace  our  fad  flight  thro'  all  its  length  of  way  ! 
And  firfl:  review  that  long-extended  plain. 
And  yon  wide  groves,  already  paft  with  pain  ! 
Yon  ragged  cliff,  whofe  dangerous  path  we  tried ! 
And  lall  this  lofty  mountain's  weary  fide  ! 

Agib. 
Weak  as  thou  art,  yet  haplefs  muft  thou  know 
The  toils  of  flight,  or  fome  feverer  woe  ! 
Still  as  I  halle,  the  Tartar  fliouts  behind. 
And  (hrieks  and  forrovvs  load  the  faddening  wind; 
Jn  rage  of  heart,  with  ruin  in  his  hand. 
He  blafts  our  harveft,  and  deforms  our  land. 
Yon  citron  grove,  whence  firll  in  fear  we  came. 
Drops  its  fair  honours  to  the  conquering  flame  ; 
Far  fly  the  fwains,  like  us,  in  deep  defpair. 
And  leave  to  ruffian  bands  their  fleecy  care, 

Secander. 
Unhappy  land,  whofe  blefiings  tempt  the  fword. 
In  vain,  unheard,  thou  call'fl:  thy  Perfian  lord  ! 
In  vain  thou  court'fl  him,  helplefs,  to  thine  aid. 
To  Ihield  the  fhepherd,  and  protect  the  maid  I 


Far 
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Far  ofF,  in  thoughdefs  indolence  refign'd. 

Soft  dreams  of  love  and  pleafure  foothe  his  mind  i 

'Midft  fair  fultanas  loft  in  idle  joy. 

No  wars  alarm  him,  and  no  fears  annoy. 

A  G  I   B. 

Yet  thefe  green  hills,  in  fummer's  fultry  heaf. 
Have  lent  the  monarch  oft  a  cool  retreat. 
Sweet  to  the  fight  is  Zabra's  flowery  plain. 
And  once  by  maids  and  fhepherds  lov'd  in  vain  ! 
No  more  the  virgins  (hall  delight  to  rove 
By  Sargis'  banks,  or  Irwan's  ihady  grove  ; 
On  Tarkie's  mountain  catch  the  cooling  gale. 
Or  breathe  the  fweets  of  Aly's  flowery  vale  : 
Fair  fcenes !  but,  ah  !  no  more  with  peace  pofleft. 
With  eafe  alluring,  and  with  plenty  blelt. 
No  more  the  fhepherds'  whitening  tents  appear. 
Nor  the  kind  produfls  of  a  bounteous  year  ; 
No  more  the  date,  with  fnowy  blofl"oms  crown'd  : 
But  Ruin  fpreads  her  baleful  fires  around, 

Secander. 
In  vain  Circaflia  boafts  her  fpicy  groves. 
For  ever  fam'd  for  pure  and  happy  loves  : 
In  vain  (he  boafts  her  faireft  of  the  fair. 
Their  eyes  blue  languifh,  and  their  golden  hair  : 
Thofe  eyes  in  tears  their  fruitlefs  grief  muft  fend  ; 
Thofc  hairs  the  Tartar's  cruel  hand  (hall  rend, 

A  GIB. 
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A  G   I   B. 

Ye  Georgian  fwains,  that  piteous  learn  from  fat 
Circaflia's  ruin,  and  the  wafte  of  war  ; 
Some  weightier  arms  than  crooks  and  (lafFs  prepare. 
To  flileld  your  harveft,  and  defend  your  fair : 
The  Turk  and  Tartar  like  defigns  purfue* 
Fix'd  to  deftroy,  and  ftedfafl  to  undo. 
Wild  as  his  land,  in  native  deferts  bred. 
By  lull  incited,  or  by  malice  led. 
The  villain  Arab,  as  he  prowls  for  prey. 
Oft  marks  with  blood  and  wafting  flames  the  way } 
Yet  none  fo  cruel  as  the  Tartar  foe. 
To  death  inur'd,  and  nurs'd  in  fcenes  of  woe. 

He  faid  ;  when  loud  along  the  vale  was  heard 
A  Ihriller  Ihriek,  and  nearer  fires  appear'd  : 
Th'  aiFrighted  fhepherds,  thro'  the  dews  of  night. 
Wide  o'er  the  moon-light  hills  rcnew'd  their  flight* 


^t^^ 
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ODE 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    MR.    JAMES    THOMSON. 
BY       THE       SAME. 


IN  yonder  "^  grove  a  Druid  lies 
Where  flowly  winds  the  ftealing  wave 
The  year's  beft  fweets  ihall  duteous  rife 
To  deck  its  Poet's  fylvan  grave ! 

In  yon  deep  bed  of  whifpering  reeds 
His  airy  harp  ^  (hall  now  be  laid. 

That  he,  whofe  heart  in  forrow  bleeds. 
May  love  thro'  life  the  foothing  ftiade. 

Then  maids  and  youths  fhall  linger  here. 
And  while  its  founds  at  diftance  fwell. 

Shall  fadly  feem  in  Pity's  ear 

To  hear  the  woodland  pilgrim's  knell. 


■     d  The  fcene  of  the  following  ftanzas  is  fuppofed  to  lie  on   the 
Thames  near  Richmond.     Mr.  Thomfon  died  Auguft  27, 1742. 

e  The  harp  of  ^olus,  of  which  fee  a  dcfcription  in  the  Caftle  of 
Indolence.     Canto  i^  (lama  40. 

Remem- 
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Remembrance  oft  (hall  haunt  the  fhore 
When  Thames  in  Aimmer  wreaths  is  dreft. 

And  oft  fufpend  the  dafhing  oar 
To  bid  his  gentle  fpirit  reft ! 

And  oft  as  Eafe  and  Health  retire 

To  breezy  lawn,  or  forell  deep. 
The  friend  fliall  view  yon  whitening  ^  fpire> 

And  mid  the  varied  landfcape  weep. 

But  thou,  who  own'ft  that  earthy  bed. 
Ah  !  what  will  every  dirge  avail  ? 

Or  tears,  which  Love  and  Pity  fhed> 
That  mourn  beneath  the  gliding  fail  ? 

Yet  lives  there  one,  whof«  heedlefs  eye 

Shall  fcorn  thy  pale  Ihrine  glimmering  near  t 

With  him,  fweet  Bard,  may  Fancy  die. 
And  Joy  defert  the  blooming  year  I 

But  thou,  lorn  llfeam,  whofe  fullen  tide 
No  fedge-crown'd  Sifters  now  attend. 

Now  waft  me  from  the  green-hill's  fide, 
Whofe  cold  turf  hides  the  buried  friend! 


f  Richmond  church< 

And 
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And  fee  the  fairy  vallies  fade. 

Dun  Night  has  veil'd  the  folemn  view  \ 
—Yet  once  again,  dear  parted  fliade. 

Meek  Nature's  child,  agaia  adieu  I 

The  genial  meads  ailign'd  to  blefs 

Thy  life,  fhall  mourn  thy  early  doom. 

Their  hinds,  and  Ihepherd- girls  fhall  dreft 
With  fimple  hands  thy  rural  tomb. 

^^ong,  long,  thy  ftone  and  pointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  mufing  Briton's  eyes ; 

O  !  vales,  and  wild  woods,  Ihall  he  fay. 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  I 


ODE        TO        PITY. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

OThou,  the  friend  of  man  aflign'd. 
With  balmy  hands  his  wounds  to  bind. 
And  charm  his  frantic  woe : 
When  firft  Diftrefs,  with  dagger  keen, 
Broke  forth  to  wade  his  deftin'd  fcene. 
Hi?  wild  uufated  foe ! 
Vol.  II.  C  By 
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By  Pella's  s  bard,  a  magic  name. 

By  all  the  griefs  his  thought  could  frame. 

Receive  my  humble  rice  ; 
Long,  Pity,  let  the  nations  view 
Thy  fky-worn  robes  of  tendereft  blue. 

And  eyes  of  dewy  light !  .   . 

But  wherefore  need  I  wander  wide 
To  old  IliiTus'  diftant  fide, 

Deferted  flream,  and  mute  ? 
Wild  Arun  ^  too  has  heard  thy  ftrains. 
And  Echo,  'midft  my  native  plains. 

Been  footh'd  by  Pity's  lute. 

Thtr:  firft  the  wren  thy  myrtles  flied 
On  gentleft  Otway's  infant  head. 

To  him  thy  cell  was  (hown  ; 
And  while  he  fung,  the  female  heart. 
With  youth's  fofc  notes  unfpoil'd  by  art. 

Thy  turtles  mix'd  tl\eir  own. 

Come,  Pity,  come,  by  Fancy's  aid. 
Even  now,  my  thoughts,  relenting  mai4. 

Thy  temple's  pride  defign  : 
Its  fouthern  fite,  its  truth  compleat. 
Shall  raife  a  wild  enthufiaft  heat 

in  all  who  view  the  ihrine, 

e  Furipidei,  ^  A  river  in  SufTex, 

Thei'e 
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There  Piflure's  toils  fhall  well  rela-t*. 
How  chance,  or  hard  involving  fate. 

O'er  mortal  blifs  prevail  : 
The  buflcin'd  Mufe  fhall  near  her  ftand. 
And  fighing  prompt  her  tender  hand. 

With  each  difaftrous  tale. 

There  let  me  oft,  retir'd  by  day. 
In  dreams  of  paflion  melt  away, 

Allow'd  with  thee  to  dwell : 
There  wafte  the  mournful  lamp  of  night, 
T'ill,  Virgin,  thou  again  delight 

To  hear  a  Britifh  ihell ! 


ODE    TO     SIMPLICITY, 

BY     THE      SAME, 

OThou  by  Nature  taught. 
To  breathe  her  genuine  thought. 
In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  fweetly  ftrong : 
Who  firft  on  mountains  wild. 
In  Fancy,  lovelieft  child. 
Thy  babe,  or  Pleafure's,  nurs'd  the  powers  of  fong ! 

C  2  TJlDU, 
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Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart 

Bifdain'ft  the  weahh  of  Art, 
And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailing  pall; 

But  corrt'ft  a  decent  maid. 

In  Attic  robe  array 'd, 
O  chafte,  unboallful  nymph,  to  thee  I  call ! 

By  all  the  honey'd  ftore 

On  Hybla's  thymy  ftiore. 
By  all  her  blooms  and  mingled  murniurs  dear  j 

By  hc»,  whofe  love-lorn  woe, 

^n  evening  mufings  flow, 
Sooth'd.  fweetly  fad  Eledra's  poet's  ear ; 

By  old  Cephifus  deep, 

"Who  fpread  his  wavy  fweep 
|n  warbled  wanderings  round  the  green  retreat. 

On  whofe  enamel'd  fide. 

When  holy  Freedom  died. 
No  equal  haunt  allur'd  thy  future  feet. 

O  fifter  meek  of  Truth,  ^ 

To  my  admiring  youth 
Thy  fober  aid  and  native  charms  infufe  I 

The  flowers  thap  fweeteft  breathe, 

Tho'  Beauty  cull'd  the  wreath. 
Still  aik  thy  hand  to  range  their  prder'd  hues, 


"wm 
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While  Rome  could  none  efteem. 

But  Virtue's  patriot  themes 
You  lov'd  her  hills,  and  led  the  laureatbanJ; 

But  ftaid  to  fing  alone> 

To  one  diftinguifh'd  throne. 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter'd  landi 

No  mofe,  in  hall  or  bower. 

The  pafTions  own  thy  power. 
Love,  only  love,  her  forcelefs  numbers  mean  ; 

For  thou  haft  left  her  fhrine. 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine. 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  blefs  the  fervile  fcene. 

Tho'  Tafte,  tho'  Genius  blefs 

To  fome  divine  excefs^ 
Faint's  the  cold  work  till  thou  infpire  the  whole  5 

What  each,  what  all  fupply. 

May  court,  may  charm  your  eye. 
Thou,  only  thou,  canft  raife  the  meeting  foul ! 

Of  thefe  let  others  afk. 

To  aid  fome  mighty  talk, 
I  only  feek  to  find  thy  temperate  vale  a 

Where  oft  my  reed  might  found 

To  maids  and  (hepherds  round. 
And  all  tliy  fons,  O  Nature,  learn  my  talc, 

Cj  OD  s 
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ODE       TO      PEACE. 
BY     THE     SAME. 

OThou,  who  bad'ft  thy  turtles  bear 
Swift  from  his  grafp  thy  golden  halr^ 
And  fought'ft  thy  native  fkies  : 
When  War,  by  vultures  drawn  from  far. 
To  Britain  bent  his  iron  car. 
And  bad  his  ftorms  arife  ! 

Tii'd  of  his  rude  tyrannic  fway. 
Our  youth  fhall  fix  fome  fellive  day. 

His  fullen  fhrines  to  burn  : 
But  thou,  who  hear'll  the  turning  fpheres. 
What  founds  may  charm  thy  partial  ears. 

And  gain  thy  blefl  return  1 

O  Peace,  thy  injur'd  robes  up-bind,' 
O  rife,  and  leave  not  one  behind 

Of  all  thy  beamy  train  : 
The  Britifh  lion,  goddefs  fweet. 
Lies  ftretch'd  on  earth  to  kifs  thy  feet. 

And  own  thy  holier  reign. 

Let 
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Let  others  court  thy  tranfient  fmile. 
But  come  to  grace  thy  wellern  ifle. 

By  warlike  Honour  led  ! 
And  while  around  her  ports  rejoice. 
While  all  her  fons  adore  thy  choice. 

With  him  for  ever  wed  ! 


ODE      T  O    M  E  R  C  Y. 

BY      THE      SAME, 

Strophe. 

OThou,  who  fit'ft  a  fmiling  bride 
By  Valour's  arm'd  and  awful  fide, 
Gentleft  of  fky-born  forms,  and  befl:  ador'd  : 
Who  oft  with  fongs,  divine  to  hear, 
Win'ft  from  his  fatal  grafp  the  fpear. 
And  hid'ft  in  wreaths  of  flowers  his  bloodlefs  fword  J 
Thou  who,  amidll  the  deathful  field. 
By  godlike  chiefs  alone  beheld. 
Oft  with  thy  bofom  bare  art  found. 
Pleading  for  him  the  youth  who  finks  to  ground  : 
See,  Mercy,  fee,  with  pure  and  loaded  hands. 
Before  thy  Ihrine  my  country's  Genius  Hands,   ' 
And  decks  ihy  altar  Ilill,  tho' pierc'd  with  many  a  v/ound ! 
C4  Anti- 
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Antistrophe. 

When  he  whom  even  our  joys  provoke, 

The  Fiend  of  Nature  join'd  his  yoke. 
And  rufh'd  in  wrath  to  make  our  ifle  his  prey  } 

Thy  form,  from  out  thy  fweet  abode, 

O'ertook  him  on  his  blafted  road. 
And  ftopp'd  his  wheels  and  look'd  his  rage  away. 

I  fee  recoil  his  fable  fteeds. 

That  bore  him  fwift  to  favage  deeds. 
Thy  tender  melting  eyes  they  own  ; 
O  Maid,  for  all  thy  love  to  Britain  fhown. 

Where  Juftice  bars  her  iron  tower. 

To  thee  we  build  a  rofeate  bower, 
.Thou,  thou  Ihalt  rule  our  queen,  and  fliarc  our  mo- 
narch's  throne ! 

ODE      TO      LIBERTY, 

BY    THE    SAME. 

Strophe. 

WHO  ftiall  awake  the  Spartan  fife. 
And  call  in  folemn  founds  to  life 
The  youths,  whofe  locks  divinely  fpreading, 
Like  vernal  hyacinths  in  fullen  hue. 

At 
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At  once  the  breath  of  fear  and  virtue  fhedding, 

Applauding  Freedom  lov'd  of  old  to  view  i 
What  new  Alcjeus  *,  fancy-blefl. 
Shall  fing  the  fword  in  myrtles  dreft. 

At  Wifdom's  flirine  awhile  its  flame  concealingi 
(What  place  fo  fit  to  feal  a  deed  renown'd  ?) 

Till  flie  her  brightell  lightnings  round  revealing. 
It  leap'd  in  glory  forth,  and  dealt  her  prompted  vround! 
O  Goddefs,  in  that  feeling  hour. 

When  moli  its  founds  would  court  thy  ears. 
Let  not  my  fliell's  mifguided  power 

E'er  draw  thy  fad,  thy  mindful  tears. 
No,  Freedom,  no,  I  will  not  tell. 
How  Rome,  before  thy  weeping  face. 
With  heavieft  found,  a  giant-ftatue,  fell, 
Pufh'd  by  a  wild  and  artlefs  race 
From  off  its  wide  ambitious  bafe. 
When  Time  his  northern  fons  of  fpoil  awoke. 

And  all  the  blended  work  of  ftrength  and  grace^ 

With  many  a  rude  repeated  ftroke. 
And  many  a  barbarous  yell,  to  thoufand  fragments  broke. 

E  P  o  D  E. 
Yet  even,  where'er  the  leaft  appear'd, 
Th'  admiring  world  thy  hand  rever'd; 

»  Alluding  to  a  beautiful  fragment  of  Alcsus. 

Still, 
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Still,  'midft  the  fcatter'd  ftates  around. 

Some  remnants  of  her  ftrength  were  found  j 

They  faw,  by  what  efcap'd  the  ftorm. 

How  wonderous  rofe  her  perfeft  form  ; 

How  in  the  great,  the  labour'd  whole. 

Each  mighty  mafter  pour'd  his  foul  ! 

For  funny  Florence,  feat  of  art. 

Beneath  her  vines  preferv'd  a  part. 

Till  they  ^,  whom  Science  lov'd  to  name, 

(O  who  could  fear  it  ?)  quench'd  her  flame. 

And  lo,  an  humbler  relic  laid 

In  jealous  Pifa's  olive  Ihade  ! 

See  fmall  Marino  '  joins  the  theme, 

Tho'  leaft,  not  lafh  in  thy  efteem  : 

Strike,  louder  ftrilce  th'  ennobling  firings 

To  thofe  ■",  whofe  merchant  fons  were  kings  ; 

To  him  ",  who,  deck'd  with  pearly  pride. 

In  Adria  weds  his  green-hair'd  bride. 

Hail  port  of  glory,  wealth,  and  pleafure. 

Ne'er  let  me  change  this  Lydian  meafure. 

Nor  e'er  her  former  pride  relate. 

To  fad  Liguria's  ^  bleeding  ftate. 


k  The  family  of  the  Medici. 

1  The  little  republic  of  San  Marino. 

m  The  Venetians. 

n  The  Doge  of  Venice. 

•  Genfra, 


All 
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Ah  no '.  more  pleas'd  thy  haunts  I  (ethg 
On  wild  Helvetia's  p  mountains  bleak  : 
(Where,  when  the  favour'd  of  thy  choice. 
The  daring  archer  heard  the  voice  ; 
Forth  from  his  eyrie  rous'd  in  dread. 
The  ravening  eagle  northward  fled.) 
Or  dwell  in  willow'd  meads  more  near. 
With  thofe  ^  to  whom  thy  ftork  is  dear  -. 
Thofe  whom  the  rod  of  Alva  bruis'd, 
Whofe  crown  a  Britifli  queen  ■■  refus'd  I 
The  magic  works,  thou  feel'll  the  ftrains. 
One  holier  name  alone  remains  ; 
The  perfect  fpell  Ihall  then  avail. 
Hail  nymph,  ador'd  by  Britain,  hail  ! 

Antistrophe. 
Beyond  the  meafure  vaft  of  thought. 
The  works,  the  wizzard  Time  has  wrought  I 


P  Switzerland. 

1  The  Dutch,  among  whom  there  are  very  fevere  penalties  for 
thofe  who  are  convicted  of  killing  this  bird.  They  are  kept  tame  in 
almod  all  their  towns,  and  particularly  at  the  Hague,  of  the  arms  of 
which  they  make  a  part.  The  common  people  of  Holland  are  faid 
to  eniertaln  a  fuperflitious  fentiment,  that  if  the  whole  fpecies  of 
them  iliould  become  extinil,  they  (hould  lofe  their  liberties. 

r  Queen  Elizabeth. 

The 
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The  Gaul,  'tis  held  of  antique  florjr. 
Saw  Britain  link'd  to  his  now  adverfe  ftrand  ^> 

No  fea  between,  nor  clifF  fublime  and  hoary, 
Hepafs'dwith  unwet  feet  thro'  all  our  land. 
To  the  blown  Baltic  then,  they  fay. 
The  wild  waves  found  another  way. 
Where  Orcas  howls,  his  wolfilh  mountains  rounding  ; 

Till  all  the  banded  Weft  at  once  'gan  rife, 
A  wide  wild  ftorm  even  Nature's  fclf  confounding. 
Withering  her  giant  fons  with  ftrange  uncouth  furprifo*. 
This  pillar'd  earth  fo  firm  and  wide. 
By  winds  and  inward  labours  tornj 
In  thunders  dread  was  pufli'd  afide. 

And  down  the  fhould'ring  billows  born* 
And  fee,  like  gems,  her  laughing  train. 

The  little  ifles  on  every  fide, 
Mona',  once  hid  from  thofe  who  fearch  the  main. 
Where  thoufand  elfin  fhapes  abide. 

And 

9  this  tradition  is  mentioned  by  fevcral  of  our  old  hiftorians. 
.Some  naturalifts  too  have  endeavoured  to  fupport  the  probability  of 
the  fa£l,  by  arguments  drawn  from  the  correfponding  difpofition  of 
the  two  oppofite  coafts.  I  do  not  remember  that  any  poetical  ufc  hai 
been  hitherto  made  of  it. 

t  There  is  a  tradition  in  the  ifle  of  Man,  that  a  mermaid  becom= 
ing  enamoured  of  a  youftg  man  of  extraordinary  beauty,  took,  an  op- 
portunity of  meeting  him  one  day  as  he  walkfed  on  the  fliore,  and 
opened  herpafliontohim,  but  was  received  with  a  coldnefs,  occafioned 
by  his  horror  and  furprifj  at  her  appearance,     This  however  was  fo 

oiifconftruei 
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And  Wight  who  checks  the  weftering  tide. 
For  thee  confenting  heaven  has  each  beftow'd, 

A  fair  attendant  on  her  fovereign  pride  : 
To  thee  this  bleft  divorce  ihe  ov/'d, 

for  thou  haft  made  her  vales  thy  lov'd,  thy  laft  abode  I 

SECOND       EPODE. 

Then  too,  'tis  faid,  an  hoary  pile, 
*Midft  the  green  navel  of  our  ifle. 
Thy  fhrine  in  fome  religious  wood, 
O  foul-enforcing  goddefs,  flood  I 
There  oft  the  painted  natives  feet 
Were  wont  thy  form  celeftial  meet ; 
Tho'  now  with  hopelefs  toil  we  trace 
Time's  backward  rolls,  to  find  its  place  i 
■y^hether  the  fiery-trefled  Dane, 
Or  Roman's  felf  o'erturn'd  the  fane. 
Or  in  what  heaven- left  age  it  fell, 
*Twere  hard  for  modern  fong  to  tell. 
Yet  ftill,  if  Truth  thpfe  beams  infufe. 
Which  guide  at  once,  and  charm  the  Mufcj, 
^eyond  yon  braided  clouds  that  lie. 
Paving  tl)g  light-embroider'd  Iky  : 

inifconftrued  by  the  fea-lady,  that  in  revenge  for  his  treatment  of  her, 
(he  punifli  d  the  whole  ifland,  by  covering  it  with  a  mii},  fo  that  all 
■^ho  attempted  to  carry  on  any  commerce  with  it,  either  never  ar- 
rived at  it,  but  wandered  up  and  dgwn  the  fi^a,  gr  were  oa  a  fuddeit 
wrecked  upoq  its  cliff], 

A^lidl^ 
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Amidft  the  bright  pavilion'd  plains. 
The  beauteous  model  ftill  remains. 
There  happier  than  in  iflands  bleft. 
Or  bowers  by  Spring  or  Hebe  dreft. 
The  chiefs  who  fill  our  Albion's  llory. 
In  warlike  weeds,  retir'd  in  glory,     » 
Hear  their  conforted  Druids  ling 
Their  triumphs  to  th'  immortal  firing. 

—How  may  the  poet  now  unfold. 
What  never  tongue  or  numbers  told  ? 
How  learn  delighted,  and  amaz'd. 
What  hands  unknown  that  fabric  rais'd  ! 
Even  now,  before  his  favour'd  eyes. 
In  Gothic  pride  it  feems  to  rife  ! 
Yet  Gjaecia's  graceful  orders  join, 
Majeftic  thro'  the  mix'd  defign  ; 
The  fecret  builder  knew  to  chufe. 
Each  fphere-found  gem  of  richeft  hues  : 
Whate'cr  heaven's  purer  mould  contains. 
When  nearer  funs  emblaze  its  veins  ; 
There  on  the  walls  the  patriot's  fight 
May  ever  hang  v/ith  frefh  delight. 
And,  grav'd  with  fome  prophetic  rage. 
Read  Albion's  fame  thro'  every  age. 

Ye  forms  divine,  ye  laureat  band. 
That  near  her  inmoll  altar  ftand  ! 
Now  footh  her,  to  her  blifsful  train 
Blythe  Concord's  focial  form  to  gain  : 

Concord, 
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Concord,  whofe  myrtle  wand  can  fleep 
Even  Anger's  blood-ihot  eyes  in  fleep  : 
Before  whofe  breathing  bofom's  balm. 
Rage  drops  his  fteel,  and  ftorms  grow  calm  | 
Her  let  our  fires  and  matrons  hoar 
Welcome  to  Britain's  ravag'd  fhore. 
Our  youths,  enamour'd  of  the  fair. 
Play  with  the  tangles  of  her  hair. 
Till,  in  one  loud  applauding  found. 
The  nations  fliout  to  her  around, 
O  how  fupremely  art  thou  bleft. 
Thou,  Lady,  thou  Ihalt  rule  the  well  ! 


ODE      TO      FEAR. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

THOU,  to  whom  the  world  unknown 
With  all  its  fliadowy  ftiapes  is  fhown  ; 
Who  feeft  appall'd  the  unreal  fcene. 
While  Fancy  lifts  the  veil  between  : 
Ah  Fear  !  ah  frantic  Fear ! 
I  fee,  I  fee  thee  near. 
I  know  thy  hurried  ftep,  thy  haggard  eye  ! 
Like  thee  I  ftart,  like  thee  diforder'd  fly. 
For  lo  what  monfters  io  thy  train  appear  ! 


Danger, 
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Danger,  whofe  limbs  of  giant  mold 
What  mortal  eye  can  fix'd  behold  ? 
Who  ftalks  his  round,  an  hideous  form. 
Howling  amidft  the  midnight  ftorm. 
Or  throws  him  on  the  ridgy  fteep 
Qf  fome  loofe  hanging  rock  to  fleep. 
And  with  him  thoufand  phantoms  join'd. 
Who  prompt  to  deeds  accurs'd  the  mind  : 
And  thofe,  the  fiends,  who  near  allied. 
O'er  Nature's  wounds,  and  wrecks  prefide  j 
While  Vengeance,  in  the  lurid  air, 
liifts  her  red  arm,  expos'd  and  bare  ; 
On  whom  that  ravening  brood  of  Fate^ 
Who  lap  the  blood  of  Sorrow,  wait ; 
Who,  Fear,  this  ghailly  train  can  fee, 
^nd  look  not  madly  wild,  like  thee  9 

E  p  o  D  E. 
lo  carliefl  Greece  to  thee,  with  partial  choice. 

The  grief-fuU  Mufe  addreft  her  Infant  tongue  | 
The  maids  and  matrons,  on  her  awful  voice, 

$ilent  and  pale  in  wild  amazement  hung.- 

Yet  he,  the  Bard  ^  who  firft  invok'd  thy  name, 
Difdain'd  in  Marathon  its  power  to  feel  : 

^or  not  alone  he  nurs'd  the  poet's  flame, 

Bwt  reach'd  from  Virtue's  hand  the  patriot's  Heel. 

Bwt 
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But  who  is  he  whom  later  garlands  grace. 
Who  left  a-while  o'er  Hybla's  dews  to  rove. 

With  trembling  eyes  thy  dreary  fteps  to  trace. 
Where  thou  and  furies  Ihar'd  the  baleful  grove  t 

Wrapt  in  thy  cloudy  veil  th'  ineefcuous  Queen  ^ 
Slgh'd  the  fad  call  her  fon  and  hufband  heard. 

When  once  alone  it  broke  the  filent  fcene. 

And  he  the  wretch  of  Thebes  no  more  appear'di 

O  Fear,  I  know  thee  by  my  throbbing  heart. 

Thy  withering  power  infpir'd  each  mournful  Une^ 

Tho' gentle  Pity  claim  her  mingled  part. 
Yet  all  the  thunders  of  the  fcene  are  thine  ! 

Antistrophe. 
Thou  who  fuch  weary  lengths  haft  paft. 
Where  wilt  thou  reft,  mad  Nymph,  at  laft  ? 
Say,  wilt  thoU  fhroud  in  haunted  cell. 
Where  gloomy  Rape  and  Murder  dwell  ? 
Or  in  fome  hallow'd  feat, 
'Gainft  which  the  big  waves  beat, 
Hear  drowning  feamen's  cries  in  tempefts  brought  ? 
Dark  Power,  with  Ihuddering meekfubmitted  thought. 
Be  mine,  to  read  the  vifions  old. 
Which  thy  awakening  bards  have  told  : 
And,  left  thou  meet  my  blafted  view. 
Hold  each  ftrange  tale  devoutly  truej 

^  Jocafta. 
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Ne'er  be  I  found  by  thee  o'eraw'd. 
In  that  thrice-hallovv'd  eve  abroad. 
When  ghofts,  as  cottage-maids  believe. 
Their  pebbled  beds  permitted  leave. 
And  goblins  haunt  from  fire,  or  fen. 
Or  mine,  or  flood,  the  walks  of  men  I 

O  thou,  whofe  fpirit  moll  poiTeft 
The  facred  feat  of  Shakefpear's  breaft  ! 
By  all  that  from  thy  Prophet  broke. 
In  thy  divine  emotions  fpoke  : 
Hither  again  thy  fury  deal. 
Teach  me  but  once  like  him  to  feel : 
His  cyprefs  wreath  my  meed  decree. 
And  I,  O  Fear,  will  dwell  with  thee  ! 


ODE  ON  THE  POETICAL  CHARACTER. 


BY      THE      SAME. 


AS  once,  if  not  with  light  regard, 
I  read  aright  that  gifted  Bard, 
(Him  whofe  fchool  above  the  reft 
His  lovelieft  elfin  queen  has  bleft) 
One,  only  one,  unrival'd  fair  ^ 
Might  hope  the  magic  girdle  wear, 

y  Florimc].     See  Snenfcr,  I^eg.  4'h. 


At 
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At  folemn  turney  hung  on  high. 
The  wifh  of  each  love-darting  eye. 

Lo  !  to  each  other  nymph  in  turn  applied. 

As  if,  in  air  unfeen,  feme  hovering  hand. 
Some  chafte  and  angel  friend  to  virgin  fame. 

With  whifper'd  fpell  had  barft  the  ftarting  band. 
It  left  unbleft  her  loath'd  difhonour'd  fide; 

Happier,  hopelefs  fair,  if  never 

Her  baffled  hand  with  vain  endeavour 
Had  touch'd  that  fatal  zone  to  her  denied  ! 
Young  Fancy  thus,  to  me  divineft  name. 

To  whom,  prepar'd  and  bath'd  in  heaven. 

The  cefl  of  amplell  power  is  given  : 

To  few  the  god-like  gift  afligns. 

To  gird  their  bleft  prophetic  loins. 
And  gaze  her  vifions  wild,  and  feel  unmix'd  her  flame;, 

The  band,  as  fairy  legends  fay. 

Was  wove  on  that  creating  day. 

When  he,  who  call'd  with  thought  to  birth 

Yon  tented  flcy,  this  laughing  earth. 

And  dreft  with  fprings,  and  forefts  tall. 

And  pour'd  the  main  engirting  all. 

Long  by  the  lov'd  enthufiaft  woo'd, 

Himfelf  in  feme  diviner  mood. 

Retiring,  fat  with  her  alone. 

And  pla«'d  h^  on  his  faphire  throne, 

P  9  The 
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The  whiles,  the  vaulted  fhrine  around. 
Seraphic  wires  were  heard  to  found  1 
Now  fublimelt  triumph  fwelling. 
Now  on  love  and  mercy  dwelling  ; 
And  fhe,  from  out  the  veiling  cloud, 
Breath'd  her  magic  notes  aloud  : 
And  thou,  thou  rich-hair'd  youth  of  morn. 
And  all  thy  fubjedl  life  was  born  ! 
The  dangerous  paffions  kept  aloof. 
Far  from  the  fainted  growing  woof: 
But  near  it  fat  ecftatic  Wonder, 
Lillening  the  deep  applauding  thunder  ; 
And  Truth,  in  funny  veil  array'd, 
Bv  whofe  the  Tarfol's  eyes  were  made  : 
All  the  fhadowy  tribes  of  Mind, 
In  braided  dance  their  murmurs  join'd. 
And  all  the  bright  uncounted  Powers, 
Who  feed  on  heaven's  ambrofial  flowers  ; 
Where  is  the  Bard,  whofe  foul  can  now 
Its  high  prefuming  hopes  avow  ? 
Where  he  who  thinks,  with  rapture  blind. 
This  hallovv'd  work  for  him  defign'd  ? 

High  on  fome  clifF,  to  heaven  up-pil'd. 
Of  rude  accefs,  of  profpeft  wild. 
Where,  tangled  round  the  jealous  fleep. 
Strange  (hades  o'erbrow  the  valUes  deep. 


Ani 
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And  holy  Genii  guard  the  rock. 
Its  glooms  embrown,  its  fprings  unlock. 
While  on  its  rich  ambitious  head. 
An  Eden,  like  his  own,  lies  fpread. 
I  view  that  oak,  the  fancy'd  glades  among. 
By  which  as  Milton  lay,  his  evening  ear. 
From  many  a  clond  that  dropp'd  ethereal  dew. 
Nigh  fpher'd  in  heaven  its  native  ftrains  could  hear : 
On  which  that  ancient  trump  he  reach'd  was  hung ; 
Thithej  oft  his  glory  greeting. 
From  Waller's  myrtle  fhades  retreating. 
With  many  a  vow  from  Hope's  afpiring  tongue^ 
My  trembling  feet  his  guiding  fteps  purfue  ; 
In  vain  —  Such  blifs  to  one  alone. 
Of  all  the  fons  of  foul  was  known. 
And  Heaven,  and  Fancy,  kindred  powers. 
Have  now  o'erturn'd  th'  infplring  bovvers. 
Or  curtain'd  clofe  fuch  fcene  from  every  future  view. 


D  J  THE 
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THE    MANNERS.      ANODE. 

BY    THE     SAME. 

FArewell,  for  clearer  ken  defign'd. 
The  dim-difcover'd  tracls  of  mind  : 
Truths  which,  from  adion's  paths  retir'd. 
My  filent  fearch  in  vain  requir'd  ! 
No  more  my  fail  that  deep  explores, 
J^o  more  I  fearch  thofe  magic  fhores. 
What  regions  part  the  world  of  foul. 
Or  whence  thy  ftreams.  Opinion,  roll: 
If  e'er  I  round  fuch  fairy  field. 
Some  Power  impart  the  fpear  and  fhield. 
At  which  the  wizzard  Paffions  fly. 
By  which  the  giant  Follies  die  ! 

Farewell  the  porch,  whofe  roof  is  feen, 
Arch'd  with  th'  enlivening  olive's  green  : 
Where  Science  prank'd  in  tiflu'd  veft. 
By  Reafon,  Pride,  and  Fancy  drcft. 
Comes  like  a  bride,  fo  trim  array'd. 
To  wed  with  Doubt  in  Plato's  fhade  ! 

Youth  of  the  quick  uncheated  fight. 
Thy  walks,  Obfervance,  more  invite  ! 

0  thou. 
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O  thou,  who  lov'ft  that  ampler  range. 

Where  life's  wide  profpe6ls  round  thee  change. 

And,  with  her  mingling  fons  allied, 

Throw'ft  the  prattling  page  afide  : 

To  me  in  converfe  fvveet  impart. 

To  read  in  man  the  native  heart. 

To  learn,  where  Science  fure  is  found. 

From  Nature  as  fhe  lives  around  : 

And  gazing  oft  her  mirror  true. 

By  turns  each  fhifting  image  view  ! 

Till  meddling  Art's  officious  lore 

Reverfe  the  lefTons  taught  before. 

Alluring  from  a  fafer  rule. 

To  dream  in  her  enchanted  fchool  ; 

Thou  heaven,  whate'er  of  great  we  boaft. 

Haft  bleft  this  fecial  fcience  moll. 

Retiring  hence  to  thoughtful  cell. 
As  Fancy  breathes  her  potent  fpell. 
Not  vain  fhe  finds  the  charmful  tafk. 
In  pageant  quaint,  in  motley  mafk. 
Behold,  before  her  mufing  eyes. 
The  countlefs  Manners  round  her  rife  ; 
While  ever  varying  as  they  pafs. 
To  fome  contempt  applies  her  glafs  : 
With  thefe  the  white-rob'd  Maids  combine. 
And  thofe  the  laughing  Satyrs  join  ! 
But  who  is  he  whoni  now  fhe  views, 
in  robe  of  wild  contending  hues  f 

D  4  Tiiou, 
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Thou,  by  the  Paflions  nurs'd  ;  I  greet 

The  comic  fock  that  binds  thy  feet! 

O  Humour,  thou  whofe  name  is  kqpwa 

To  Britain's  favour'd  ifle  alone  ; 

Me  too  amidft  thy  band  admit. 

There  where  the  young-ey'd  healthful  Wit, 

(Whofe  jewels  in  his  crifped  hair 

Are  plac'd  each  other's  beams  to  fhare. 

Whom  no  delights  from  thee  divide) 

In  laughter  Iqos'd  attends  thy  fide  ! 

By  old  Miletus  ^,  who  fo  long 
Has  ceas'd  his  love-inwoven  fong  : 
By  all  you  taught  the  Tufcan  maids. 
In  chang'd  Italia's  modern  fhades  : 
By  him  ^  v^hofe  knight's  diftinguifh'd  name 
Refin'd  a  nation's  lull  of  fame  ; 
Whofe  tales  even  now,  with  echoes  fweet, 
Caftilia's  Mooriih  hills  repeat : 
Or  him  ^,  whom  Seine's  blue  nymphs  depIorC;, 
In  watchet  weeds  on  Gallia's  fhore. 
Who  drew  the  fad  Sicilian  maid. 
By  virtues  in  her  fire  betray'd  : 


2  Alluding  to  the  Milefian  tales,  fome  of  the  eailieft  romances, 
a  Cervantes. 

^  Monficur  le  Sage,  author  of  the  incomparable  adventures  of  Gil 
Bias  de  Santillane,  who  died  in  Paris  in  the  year  1745. 

O  Nature 
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G  Nature  boon,  from  whom  proceed 
]Each  forceful  thoi'ght,  each  prompted  deed  } 
If  but  from  thee  I  hope  to  feel. 
On  all  my  heart  imprint  thy  feal  ! 
Let  fome  retreating  Cynic  find 
Thofe  oft-turn'd  fcrolls  I  leave  behind. 
The  Sports  and  I  this  hour  Jgrte, 
To  rove  thy  fcene-ful  world  with  thee  ! 

THE     PASSIONS.       AN    ODE. 

BYTHESAME, 

WHEN  Mufic,  heavenly  maid,  was  young. 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  fiie  fung. 
The  Paffions  oft,  to  hear  her  fhell, 
Throng'd  around  her  magic  cell. 
Exulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
Poflert  beyond  the  Mufe's  painting  ; 
By  turns  they  felt  the  glowing  mind 
Difturb'd,  delighted,  rais'd,  refin'd. 
Till  once,  'tis  faid,  when  all  were  fir'd, 
Fill'd  with  fury,  rapt,  infpir'd. 
From  the  fupporting  myrtles  round 
They  fnatch'd  her  inftruments  of  found. 
And  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 
Swe^t  leflbns  of  her  fprce-ful  art, 

fiaclij 
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Each,  for  madnefs  rul'd  the  hour, 
Would  prove  his  own  expreffive  power, 

FIrft  Fear  his  hand,  its  fkill  to  try. 

Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid. 
And  back  recoil'd  he  knew  not  why. 

Even  at  the  found  himfelf  had  made. 

Next  Anger  rufli'd,  his  eyes  on  fire. 

In  lightnings  own'd  his  fecret  ftings. 
In  one  rude  clafli  he  Ilruck  the  lyre. 

And  fwept-with  hurried  hand  the  ilringi. 

With  woeful  meafures  wan  Defpair, 

Low  fallen  founds  his  grief  beguil'd, 
A  folemn,  ftrange,  and  mingled  air, 

*Twas  fad  by  fits,  by  Harts  'twas  wild. 

But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  fo  fair. 

What  was  thy  delighted  meafure  i 
Still  it  whifper'd  promis'd  pleafure. 

And  bade  the  lovely  fcenes-  at  diftance  hail ! 

Still  would  her  touch  the  flrain  prolong. 
And  from  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  vale. 
She  call'd  on  Echo  Hill  thro'  all  the  fong  ; 

And  where  her  fweeteft  theme  fhe  chofe, 

A  foft  refponfive  voice  was  heard  at  every  clofe. 
And  Hope  enchanted  frail'd,  and  wav'd  her  golden  hair. 

And. 
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Aud  longer  had  fhe  fung,—but  with  a  frown. 

Revenge  impatient  rcfe. 
He  threw  his  blood-ftain'd  fword  in  thunder  down. 
And,  with  a  withering  look. 
The  war-denouncing  trumpet  took. 
And  blew  a  blaft  fo  loud  and  dread. 
Were  ne'er  prophetic  founds  fo  full  of  woe. 
And  ever  and  anon  he  beat 
The  doubling  drum  with  furious  heat : 
And  th«*fome times,  each  dreary  paufe  between, 
Dejefted  Pity  at  his  fide. 
Her  foul-fubduing  voice  applied. 
Yet  ftill  he  kept  his  wild  unalter'd  mien. 
While  each  llrain'd  ball  of  fight  feem'd  burfting  froj$ 
his  head. 

Thy  numbers,  Jealoufy,  to  nought  were  fix'd. 

Sad  proof  of  thy  diftrefsful  Hate, 
Of  differing  themes  the  veering  fong  was  jnix'd. 

And  now  it  courted  Love,  now  raving  call'd  on  Hate, 

With  eyes  up.rais'd,  as  one  Inlpir'd, 
Pale  Melancholy  fat  retir'd. 
And  from  her  wild  fequefler'd  feat. 
In  notes  by  diftance  made  more  fweet, 
Pour'd  thro'  the  mellow  horn  her  penfive  foul ; 
And  dafhing  foft  from  rocks  around. 
Bubbling  runnels  join'd  the  found  ; 

Thro* 
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Thro*  glades  and  glooms  the  mingled  meafure  dole. 
Or  o'er  fome  haunted  ftreams  with  fond  delay. 
Round  an  holy  calm  diffufing. 
Love  of  peace  and  lonely  mufing. 
In  hollow  murmurs  died  away. 

But  O,  how  alter'd  was  its  fprightlier  tone  ! 
When  Chearfulnefs,  a  nymph  of  healthieft  hue, 

Her  bow  aqrofs  her  fhoulder  flung. 

Her  bulkins  gemm'd  with- morning  dew. 
Blew  an  infpiring  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  rung. 

The  hunter's  call,  to  Fawn  and  Dryad  known  ! 

The  oak-crown'd  Sifters,  and  their  chaJle^eyed  CJuecn, 

Satyrs  and  Sylvan  boys  were  feen. 

Peeping  from  forth  their  alleys  green  5 
Brown  Exercife  rejoic'd  to  hear. 

And  Sport  leapt  up,  and  feiz'd  his  beechen  fpear, 

Lall:  came  Joy's  ecltatic  trial. 
He  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

Firft  to  the  lively  pipe  his  hand  addreft,    _   . -t- 
But  foon  he  faw  the'brifk  awakening  viol, 

Whofe  fweet  entrancing  voice  he  lov'd  the  beft. 
They  would  have  thought,  who  heard  the  flrain, 
They  faw  in  Tempe's  vale  her  native  maids, 
Amidil  the  feilal  founding  (hades. 
To  forne  unwearied  minftrel  dancing, 
-  'VVhile,  as  his  flying  fingers  kifs'd  the  firings. 
Love  fram'd  with  Mirth,  a  gay  fantaftic  round, 
Loofe  were  her  treflies  fcen,  her  zone  unbound. 

And 
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And  lie,  amidft  his  frolic  play. 
As  if  he  would  the  charming  air  repay. 
Shook  thoufand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings, 

O  Mufic,  fphere-defcended  maid, 
Friend  of  pleafure,  wifclom's  aid, 
Whyj  Goddefs,  why  to  us  denied, 
Lay'ft  thou  thy  antient  lyre  afide  ? 
As  in  that  lov'd  Athenian  bower. 
You  learn'd  an  all-commanding  power, 
,    Thy  mimic  foul,  O  nymph  endear'd. 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  fimple  heart. 
Devote  to  virtue,  fancy,  art  ? 
Arife,  as  in  that  elder  time. 
Warm,  cnergic,  chafte,  fublime  ! 
Thy  wonders,  in  that  god-like  age. 

Fill  thy  recording  Siller's  page • 

'Tis  faid,  and  I  believe  the  tale. 
Thy  huniblell  reed  could  more  prevail. 
Had  more  of  ftrength,  diviner  rage. 
Than  all  which  charms  this  laggard  age. 
Even  all  at  once  together  found 
Csecilia's  mingled  world  of  found— 
O  bid  our  vain  endeavours  ceafe. 
Revive  the  j  Lift  defigns  of  Greece, 
Return  in  all  thy  fimplc  ftate  1 
Confirm  the  tales  her  fons  relate  1 

WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN  ON  A  PAPER,  WHICH  CONTAIN- 
ED  A  PIECE  OF  BRIDE  CAKE :  GIVEN  TO 
THE  AUTHOR  BY  A  LADY. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

^K7  E  curious  hands,  ihat  hid  from  vulgar  eyes, 

JL     By  fearch  profane  Ihall  find  this  hallow'd  cake. 
With  Virtue's  awe  forbear  the  facred  prize. 
Nor  dare  a  theft  for  Love  and  Pity's  fake  ! 

This  precious  relick,  form'd  by  magic  power. 
Beneath  the  Ihepherd's  haunted  pillow  laid. 

Was  meant  by  Love  to  charm  the  filent  hour. 
The  fecret  prefent  of  a  matchlefs  maid. 

The  Cyprian  queen,  at  Hymen's  fond  requeft. 
Each  nice  ingredient  chofe  with  happieft  art; 

Fears,  fighs,  and  wifhes  of  th'  enamour'd  breaft. 
And  pains  that  pleafe  are  mixt  in  every  part. 

With  ro^  hand  the  fpicy  fruit  ftie  brought 
From  Paphian  hills,  and  fair  Cythera's  ifle  : 

And  temper'd  fweet  with  thefe  the  melting  thought. 
The  kifs  ambrofifll  and  the  yielding  fmile. 

I  Arabiguou? 
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Ambiguous  looks,  that  fcorn  and  yet  relent. 
Denials  mild,  and  firm  unalter'd  truth, 

Reluftant  pride,  and  amorous  faint  confent. 
And  meeting  ardours,  and  exulting  youth. 

Sleep,  wayward  God !  hath  fworn  while  thefe  remain. 
With  flattering  dreams  to  dry  his  nightly  tear. 

And  chearful  Hope,  fo  oft  invok'd  in  vain. 
With  fairy  fongs  fhall  footh  his  penfive  ear. 

If  bound  by  vows  to  Friendlhip's  gentle  fide. 
And  fond  of  foul,  thou  hop'ft  an  equal  grace. 

If  youth  or  maid  thy  joys  and  griefs  divide, 
O  much  intreated,  leave  this  fatal  place. 

Sweet  Peace,  who  long  hath  fhunn'd  my  plaintive  day, 
Confents  at  length  to  bring  me  fhort  delight. 

Thy  carelefs  fteps  may  fcare  her  doves  away. 
And  Grief  with  raven  note  ufurp  the  night. 
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LONDON: 

O   R,       T   H   E 

PROGRESS    OF    COMMERCE, 

BY     RICHARD     CLOVER,     ESCJi. 

YE  northern  blafts,  and  "^  Eufus,  wont  to  fweep 
With  rudeft  pinions  o'er  the  furrow'd  waves. 
Awhile  fufpend  your  violence,  and  waft 
From  fandy  "*  Wefer  and  the  broad-mouth'd  Elb 
My  freighted  veflels  to  the  deftin'd  ihore. 
Safe  o'er  th'  unruffled  main  ;  let  every  thought, 
Which  may  difquiet,  and  alarm  my  breaft. 
Be  abfent  now  ;  that,  difpoflefs'd  of  care. 
And  free  from  every  tumult  of  the  mind. 
With  each  difturbing  paflion  huih'd  to  peace, 
I  may  pour  all  my  fpirit  on  the  theme. 
Which  opens  now  before  me,  and  demands 
The  loftiefl-  ftrain.     The  eagle,  when  he  tow'rs 
Beyond  the  clouds,  the  fleecy  robes  of  heaven. 


«  The  eaft  wind. 

*  Bremen  is  fituated  on  the  Wefer,  and  Hamburgh  on  the  Elb. 
2  Pifdains 
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Dirdains  all  bbjefis  but  the  golden  funj 
Full  on  th'  efi"ulgent  orb  diredls  his  eyCj 
And  fails  exultiilg  through  the  blaze  of  day  ; 
So,  while  her  wing  attempts  the  boldeft  flight* 
Rejeding  each  infetior  theme  of  piaife, 
Th«e,  ornament  of  Europe,  Albion's  pride, 
Fjtir  feat  of  wealth  and  freedom,  thee  my  Mufe 
Shall  celebrate,  O  London  :  thee  flie  hails. 
Thou  lov'd  abode  of  Commerce,  laft  retreat. 
Whence  flie  contemplates  with  a  tranquil  minci 
Her  various  wanderings  from  the  fated  hour. 
That  fhe  abandon'd  her  maternal  clime  ; 
Neptunian  Commerce,  whom  Phcenice  bore, 
llluibious  riymph,  that  nam'd  the  fertile  plains 
Along  the  founding  main  extended  far. 
Which  flowery  Carmel  with  its  fweet  perfumes. 
And  with  its  cedars  Libanus  o'erfliades: 
Her  from  the  bottom  of  the  watry  world. 
As  once  flie  fl:ood,  irl  radiant  beauties  grac'd. 
To  mark  the  heaving  tide,  the  piercing  eye 
Of  Neptune  view'd.  enamour'd  :  from  the  deep 
The  God  afcending  rufties  to  the  beach. 
And  clafps  th'  aiFrighted  virgin.     From  that  daVj 
Soon  as  the  paly  regent  of  the  night 
Nine  times  her  monthly  progrefs  had  renew'd. 
Thro'  heaven's  illumin'd  vault,  Phcenice,  lei 
By  fliame,  once  more  the  fea-worn  margin  fought : 
There  pac'd  wiih  painful  fleps  the  barren  fands. 

Vol..  II.  E  A  foil- 
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A  folitary  mourner,  and  the  furge. 

Which  gently  roll'd  befide  her,  now  no  more 

With  placid  eyes  beholding,  thus  exclaim'd  : 

Ye  fragrant  (hrubs  and  cedars,  lofty  fhade. 
Which  crown  my  native  hills,  jre  fpreading  palms. 
That  rife  majelHc  on  thefe  fruitful  meads. 
With  you,  who  gave  the  loll  Phoenice  birth. 
And  you,  who  bear  th'  endearing  name  of  friends. 
Once  faithful  partners  of  my  charter  hours. 
Farewell  !  To  thee,  perfidious  God,  I  come. 
Bent  down  with  pain  and  anguifh  on  thy  fands, 
I  come  thy  fuppliant:  death  is  all  I  crave  ; 
Bid  thy  devouring  waves  inwrap  my  head. 
And  to  the  bottom  whelm  my  cares  and  fhame  ! 

She  ceas'd,  when  fudden  from  th'  inclofing  deep 
A  cryftal  car  emerg'd,  with  glitt'ring  (hells, 
Cull'd  from  their  oozy  beds  by  Tethys'  train. 
And  blufhing  coral  deck'd,  whofe  ruddy  glow 
Mix'd  with  the  watry  luftre  of  the  pearl. 
A  fmiling  band  of  fea-born  nymphs  attend. 
Who  from  the  fhore  with  gentle  hands  convey 
The  fear-fubdu'd  Phoenice,  and  along 
The  lucid  chariot  place.     As  there  with  dread 
All  mute,  and  UruggHng  with  her  painful  throe« 
She  lay,  the  winds  by  Neptune's  high  command 
Were  filent  round  her ;  not  a  zephyr  dar'd 
To  wafiton  o'er  the  cedar's  branching  top. 
Nor  on  the  plain  the  flately  palm  was  feen 

To 
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To  wave  its  graceful  verdure ;  o'er  the  main 
No  undulation  broke  the  fmooth  expanfe. 
But  all  was  hulh'd  and  motionlefs  around. 
All  but  the  lightly-fliding  car,  impell'd 
Along  the  level  azure  by  the  ftrength 
Of  adllve  TritonSj  rivaling  in  fpeed 
The  rapid  meteor,  whofe  fulphureous  train 
Glides  o'er  the  brow  of  darknefs,  and  appears 
The  livid  ruins  of  a  falling  ftar. 

Beneath  the  Lybian  Ikies,  a  blifsful  ifle. 
By  =  Triton's  floods  encircled,  Nyfa  lay. 
Here  youthful  Nature  wanton'd  in  delights. 
And  here  the  guardians  of  the  bounteous  horn. 
While  it  was  now  the  infancy  of  time. 
Nor  yet  th'  uncultivated  globe  had  learn'd 
To  fmile,  ^  Eucarpe,  s  Dapfilea,  dwelt. 
With  all  the  nymphs,  whofe  fecret  care  had  nurs'd 
The  eldeft  Bacchus.     From  the  flow'ry  Ihore 
A  turf-clad  valley  opens,  and  along 
Its  verdure  mild  the  willing  feet  allures ; 
While  on  its  floping  fides  afcends  the  pride 
Of  hoary  groves,  high-arching  o'er  the  vale 
With  day-rejefting  gloom.     The  folemn  fhade 
Half  round  a  fpacious  lawn  at  length  expands, 

*  Triton,  a  river  and  lake  of  ancient  Lybia. 
f  Fruitfulnefs. 
5   Plenty. 

E  2  Clos'd 
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^  Clos'd  by  a  tow'ring  clifF,  whofe  forehead  glo-^S' 

With  azure,  purple,  and  ten  thoufand  dyes> 

From  its  refplendent  fragments  beaming  round  y 

Nor  lefs  irradiate  colours  from  beneath 

On  every  fide  an  ample  grot  reflects. 

As  down  the  perforated  rock  the  fun 

Pours  his  meridian  blaze !   rever'd  abode 

Of  Nyfa's  nymphs,  with  every  plant  attir'd. 

That  v/ears  undying  green,  refrelh'd  with  rilfe 

From  ever-living  fountains,  and  enrlch'd 

With-  all  Pomona's  bloom  :   unfading  flov/ers 

Glow  on  the  mead,  and  fpicy  fhrubs  perfume 

With  inexhaufted  fweets  the  cooling  gale. 

Which  breaches  incellant  there  ;  while  every  bird 

Of  tuneful  note  his  gay  or  plaintive  fong 

Blends  with  the  warble  of  meandring  ftreams. 

Which  o'er  their  pebbled  channels  murm'ring  lave 

The  fruit-invefted  hills,  that  rife  around. 

The  gentle  Nereids  to  this  calm  recefs 

Phoenice  bear  ;  nor  Dapfilea  bland. 

Nor  good  Eucarpe,  ftudious  to  obey 

Great  Neptune's  will,  their  hofpitable  care 

Refufe  ;  nor  long  Lucina  is  invok'd. 

Soon  as  the  wondrous  infant  fprung  to  day. 

Earth  rock'd  around  ;  with  all  their  nodding  woodsj 

5>  This  whole  defcription  of  tas  rock  and  grotto  Is  taken  from 
Diod.  Siculus,  llbt  3.  pag.  20X, 

C  And 
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Arid  ftreams  reverting  to  their  troubled  fource. 

The  mountain  fhook,  while  Lybia's  neighb'ring  god, 

Myfterious  Ammon,  from  his  hollow  cell 

With  deep  refounding  accent  thus  to  heaven. 

To  earth,  and  fea,  the  mighty  birth  proclaim'd : 

A  new-born  po,wer  behold  !  whom  Fate  hath  call'd 
The  God's  imperfedl  labour  to  complete 
This  wide  creation.     She  in  lonely  fands 
Shall  bid  the  tower-encircled  city  rife. 
The  barren  fea  Ihall  people,  and  the  wilds 
•Of  dreary  nature  fhall  with  plenty  cloath  ; 
She  Ihall  enlighten  man's  unletter'd  race. 
And  with  endearing  intercourfe  unite 
Kemoteft  nations,  fcorch'd  by  fultry  funs. 
Or  freezing  near  the  fnow-encrufted  pole  ; 
Where'er  the  joyous  vine  difdains  to  grow. 
The  fruitful  olive,  or  the  golden  ear  ; 
.Her  hand  divine,  with  interpofing  aid 
To  every  climate  fhall  the  gifts  fupply 
Of  Ceres,  Bacchus,  and  *  the  Athenian  maid  ; 
The  graces,  joys,  emoluments  of  life 
From  her  exbauftlefs  bounty  all  fhall  flow. 

The  heavenly  prophet  ceas'd.  Olympus  heard. 
Streight  from  their  ftar-befpangled  thrones  defcend 
On  blooming  Nyfa  a  celeflial  band 

i  Minerva,  the  tptelary  goddefs  of  the  Athenians,  to  whom  (hf 
gave  the  olive. 

E  3  The 
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The  ocean's  lord  to  honour  in  his  child  ; 

When  o'er  his  offspring  fmiling  thus  began 

The  trident-ruler.     Commerce  be  thy  name  : 

To  thee  I  give  the  empire  of  the  main. 

From  where  the  morning  breathes  its  eaftern  gale. 

To  th'  undifcover'd  limits  of  the  "Weft, 

From  chilling  Boreas  to  extremeft  South 

Thy  fire's  obfequious  billows  fhall  extend 

Thy  univerfal  reign.     Minerva  next 

With  wifdcm  blefs'd  her.  Mercury  with  art, 

^  The  Lemnian  god  with  indullry,  and  laft 

Majeftic  Phoebus,  o'er  the  infant  long 

In  con  temp' .'itlon  paufing,  thus  declar'd 

From  his  enraptur'd  lip  his  matchlefs  boon  : 

Thee  with  divine  invention  I  endow. 
That  fecret  wonder,  Goddefs,  to  difclofe. 
By  which  the  wife,  the  virtuous,  and  the  brave. 
The  heaven-taught  Poet  and  exploring  Sage 
Shall  pafs  recorded  to  the  verge  of  time. 

Her  years  of  childhood  now  were  number'd  o'er. 
When  to  her  mother's  natal  foil  repair'd 
The  new  divinity,  whofe  parting  Itep 
Her  facred  nurfcs  follow'd,  ever  now 
To  her  alone  infepanibly  join'd  ; 
Then  firft  deferting  their  Nyfeian  fliore 
To  fpread  their  hoarded  bleflings  round  the  world  ; 

k  Vulcan,  the  tutelary  deity  of  Lemnos, 

Who 
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Who  with  them  bore  the  Inexhaufted  horn 
Of  ever-fmiling  Plenty.     Thus  adorn'd. 
Attended  thus,  great  Goddefs,  thou  beganft 
Thy  all-eniivening  progrefs  o'er  the  globe. 
Then  rude  and  joylefs,  deftin'd  to  repair 
The  various  ills  which  earlieft  ages  ru'd 
From  one,  like  thee,  diflinguifli'd  by  the  gifts 
Of  heaven.  Pandora,  whofe  pernicious  hand 
From  the  dire  vafe  releas'd  th'  imprifon'd  woes. 

Thou,  gracious  Commerce,  from  his  cheerlefs  caves 
In  horrid  rocks  and  folitary  woods. 
The  helplefs  wand'rer  man  forlorn  and  wild 
Didft  charm  to  fweet  fociety  ;  didft  call 
The  deep  foundations,  where  the  future  pride 
Of  mightieft  cities  rofe,  and  o'er  the  main 
Before  the  wond'ring  Nereids  didft  prefent 
The  furge-dividing  keel,  and  ftately  maft, 
Whofe  canvas  wings,  diftending  with  the  gale. 
The  bold  Phoenician  through  Alcides'  ftraits. 
To  northern  Albion's  tin-embowel'd  fields. 
And  ofc  beneath  the  fea-obfcuring  brow 
Of  cloud-envelop'd  TenerifF  convey'd. 
Next  in  fagacious  thought  th'  ethereal  plains 
Thou  trodft,  exploring  each  propitious  liar 
The  danger-braving  mariner  to  guide  j 
Then  all  the  latent  and  myfterious  powers 
Of  number  didft  unravel :  laft  to  crown 
Thy  bounties,  Goddefs,  thy  unrival'd  toils 

E4  For 
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For  man,  ftill  urging  thy  inventive  mind. 
Thou  gav'Il  him  '  letters ;  there  imparting  all, 
"Which  lifts  the  ennobled  fpirit  near  to  heaven, 
Laws,  learning,  wifdoni,  nature's  works  reveal'd 
?y  god-like  Sages,  all  Minerva's  arts, 
Apollo's  mufic^  and  th'  eternal  voice 
Of  Virtue  founding  from  the  hiftoric  roll, 
Tf^he  philofophic  page,  and  poet's  fong. 

Now  folitude  and  filence  from  the  ihores 
Retreat  on  pathlefs  mountains  to  refide. 
Barbarity  is  pollfii'd,  infant  arts 
Bloom  in  the  defart,  and  benignant  peace 
With  hofpitality  begin  to  footh 
TJnfocial  rapine,  and  the  thirll  of  blood  ; 
As  from  his  tumid  urn  when  Nilus  fpreads 
His  genial  tides  abroad,  the  favour'd  foil 
That  joins  his  fruitful  border,  firft  imbibes 
The  kindly  ftream  :  anon  the  bounteous  God 
His  wa"es  extends,  embracing  Egypt  round. 
Dwells  on  the  teeming  champain,  and  endows 
The  lleeplng  grain  with  vigour  to  attire 
In  one  bright  harveft  all  the  Pharian  plains : 
Thus,  when  Pygmalion  from  Phoenician  Tyre 
Had  banifh'd  freed'^'^i,  with  difdainfal  fteps 
Indignant  Commerce,  turning  from  the  walls 

J  Here  the  cpioion  of  Sir  Ifaac  Newton  is  followed^  that  lettero 
"firere  firft  invented  amongft  the  trading  parts  of  the  world, 

Herfelf 
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Herfelf  had  rais'd,  her  welcome  fway  enlarg'd 
Among  the  nations,  fpreading  round  the  globii 
The  fruits  of  all  its  climes ;  "'  Cecropian  oil. 
The  Thracian  vintage,  and  Panchaian  gums, 
Arabia's  fplces,  and  the  golden  grain. 
Which  old  Ofiris  to  his  Egypt  gave. 
And  Ceres  to  "  Sicania.     Thou  didft  ralfe 
Th'  Ionian  name,  O  Commerce,  thou  the  donies, 
Of  fumptuous  Corinth,  and  the  ample  round 
Of  Syracufe  didft  people.— —All  the  wealth 
Now  thou  aflembleft  from  Iberia's  mines. 
And  golden-channel'd  Tagus,  all  the  fpoils 
From  fair  °  Trinacria  wafted,  all  the  powers 
Of  conquer'd  Afric's  tributary  realms 
To  fix  thy  empire  on  the  Lybian  verge. 
Thy  native  tra£l  j  the  nymphs  of  Nyfa  hall 
Thy  glad  return,  and  echoing  joy  refonnds 
O'er  Triton's  facred  waters,  but  in  vain  : 
The  irreverfible  decrees  of  heaven 
To  far  more  northern  regions  had  ordaln'd 
Thy  lafting  feat :  in  vain  th'  imperial  port 
Receives  the  gather'd  riches  of  the  world  ; 
In  vain  whole  climates  bow  beneath  its  rule; 

ro  Athenian.  Atlipnr,  was  called  Cecropiu  from  Cecrops  Its  firft 
king. 

n  Sicily. 

o  Another  nameof  Sicily,  which  vras  frecjucntly  ravaged  by  the 
Carthaginians, 

Behold 
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Behold  the  toil  of  centuries  to  Rome 

Its  glories  yields,  and  mould'ring  leaves  no  trace 

Of  its  deep-rooted  greatnefs ;  thou  with  tears' 

From  thy  extinguilh'd  Carthage  didft  retire. 

And  thefe  thy  perifh'd  honours  long  deplore. 

What  thougii  rich  p  Gades,  what  though  polifh'd  Rhodes, 

"With  Alexandria,  Egypt's  ipiendid  mart. 

The  learn'd  "^  Maflylians,  and  '  Ligurian  towers. 

What  though  the  potent  Hanfeatic  lengue. 

And  Venice,  miftrefs  of  the  Grecian  ifles. 

With  all  the  ^gean  lioods,  -nvhile  might  footh 

Thf  fadrem.inbrance;  what  though,  led  through  clime* 

And  feas  unknown,  with  thee  th'  advent'rous  fons 

Of  ^  Tagus  pafs'd  the  ftormy  cape,  which  braves 

The  huge  Atlantic ;  what  though  Antwerp  grew 

Beneath  thy  fmiles,  and  thou  propitious  there 

Didft  Ihower  thy  bleffings  with  unfparing  hands : 

Still  on  thy  grief-indented  heart  imprefs'd 

The  great  Amilcar's  valour,  ftill  the  deeds 

Of  Afdrubal  and  Mago,  ftill  the  lofs 

Of  thy  unequal  Annibal  remain'd  : 

Till  from  the  fandy  mouths  of  echoing  Rhine, 


P  Cadiz. 

q  MarfiilleS;  a  Grecian  colony,  the  moft  civilized,  as  well  as  the 
greateft  trading  city  of  ancient  Gaul. 
"  Genoa, 
s  The  Portuguefe  difcovered  the  Cape  of  Good  Hopf  in  1487. 

And 
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And  founding  margin  of  the  Scheld  and  Maefe, 
With  fudden  roar  the  angry  voice  of  war 
Alarm'd  thy  languor  ;  wonder  turn'd  thy  eye. 
Lo  !  in  bright  arms  a  bold  militia  flood, 
Arrarig'd  for  battle  :  from  afar  thou  faw'fl 
The  fnowy  ridge  of  Apennine,  the  fields 
Of  wild  Calabria,  and  Pyrene's  hills. 
The  Guadiana,  and  the  Duro's  banks. 
And  rapid  Ebro  gath'ring  all  their  powers 
To  crulh  this  daring  populace.     The  pride 
Of  fierceft  kings  with  more  inflam'd  revenge 
Ne'er  menac'd  freedom  ;  nor  fmce  dauntlefs  Greece, 
And  Rome's  ftern  offspring  none  hath  e'er  furpafs'd 
The  bold  ^  Batavian  in  his  glorious  toil 
For  liberty,  or  death.     At  once  the  thought 
Of  long-lamented  Carthage  flies  thy  breafl:. 
And  ardent,  Goddefs,  thou  doft  fpeed  to  fave 
The  generous  people.     Not  the  vernal  fhowers, 
Diftilling  copious  from  the  morning  clouds, 
Defcend  more  kindly  on  the  tender  flower. 
New-born  and  opening  on  the  lap  of  Spring, 
Than  on  this  rifmg  flate  thy  cheering  fmile 
And  animating  prefence  ;  while  on  Spain, 
Prophetic  thus,  thy  indignation  broke  : 

Infatiate  race  !  the  fhame  of  polifli'd  lands  ! 
Difgrace  of  Europe  !  for  inhuman  deeds 

t  The  Dutch. 

And 
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And  inroletice  renown'd  !  what  demon  led 

Thee  iirft  to  plough  the  undifcover'd  furge, 

Which  lav'd  an  hidden  world  ?  whofe  malice  taught 

Thee  firil  to  taint  with  rapine,  and  with  rage, 

"With  more  than  favage  thirll  of  blood,  the  arts. 

By  me  for  gentlefl  intercourfe  ordain 'd. 

For  mutual  aids,  and  hafpitable  ties 

From  Shore  to  Shore  ?  Or,  that  pernicious  hour. 

Was  heaven  difgiifted  with  its  wondrous  worksj 

That  to  thy  fell  exterminating  hand 

Th'  immenfe  Peruvian  empire  it  refign'd. 

And  all,  which  lordly  "  Montezuma  fway'd  i 

And  com'ft  thou,  ftrengthen'd  with  the  fhlning  (lores 

Of  that  gold-teeming  hemifphere,  to  wafte 

The  fmiling  fields  of  Europe,  and  extend 

Thy  bloody  fhackles  o'er  thefe  happy  feats 

Of  liberty  ?   Prefumptuous  nation,  learn. 

From  this  dire  period  Ihall  thy  glories  fade, 

Thy  flaughter'd  youth  fhall  fatten  Belgium's  fands. 

And  Viftory  againft  her  Albion's  cliffs 

Shall  fee  the  blood-empurpled  ocean  dafh 

Thy  weltering  liofts,  and  Itain-  the  chalky  fhore  : 

Ev'n  thofe,  whom  now  thy  impious  pride  would  bind 

In  fervile  chains,  hereafter  fhall  fupport 

Thy  weaken'd  throne  ;  when  heaven's  afflidling  hand 

Of  all  thy  power  defpoils  thee,  when  alone 

u  Montezuma,  emperor  of  Mexico* 

Of 
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0[  all,  which  e*er  hath  fignaliz'd  thy  name. 

Thy  infolence  and  cruelty  remain.  ' 

Thus  with  her  clouded  vifage,  wrapt  in  frowns. 
The  Goddefs  threaten'd,  and  the  daring  train 
Of  her  untam'd  militia,  torn  with  wounds, 
lefpifuig  fortune,  from  repeated  foils 
More  fierce,  and  braving  Famine's  keeneil  rage. 
At  length  through  deluges  of  blood  fhe  led 
To  envied  greatnefs ;  ev'n  while  clamerous  Mars 
With  loudeft  clangor  bade  his  trumpet  Ihake 
The  Belgian  champain,  fhe  their  ftandard  rear'd 
On  tributary  Java,  and  the  fhores 
Of  huge  Borneo  ;  thou,  Sumatra,  heard'ft 
Her  naval  thunder,  Ceylon's  trembling  fens 
Their  fragrant  ftores  of  cinnamon  refigu'd, 
And  odour-breathing  Ternate  and  Trdore 
Their  fpicy  groves.     And  O  whatever  eoaft 
The  Belgians  trace,  where'er  their  power  is  fpreaJ^ 
To  hoary  Zembia,  or  to  Indian  funs. 
Still  thither  be  extended  thy  renown, 
O  William,  pride  of  Orange,  and  ador'd 
Thy  virtues,  which  difdaining  life,  or  wealth. 
Or  empire,  whether  in  thy  dawn  of  youth. 
Thy  glorious  noon  of  manhood,  or  the  nighty 
*  Tiie  fatal  night  of  death,  no  other  care 

^'  lie  was  affafTinatcd  at  Delf.     His  dying  words  were,  Loid  hsvs 
jVifvcy  upon  this  people.     See  Grot,  de  Brll-.  Belj, 

Befide^^ 
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Befides  the  public  own'd.     And  dear  to  fam« 

Be  thou,  harmonious  y  Douza  ;  every  Mufe, 

Your  laurel  ftrow  around  this  hero's  urn. 

Whom  fond  Minerva  grac'd  with  all  her  arts. 

Alike  in  letters  and  in  arms  to  fhine, 

A  dauntlefs  warrior,  and  a  learned  bard. 

Him  Spain's  furrounding  hofls  for  flaughter  mark'd. 

With  maflacre  yet  reeking  from  the  ftreets 

Of  blood-ftain'd  Harlem  :  he  on  Leyden's  tow'rs. 

With  Famine  his  companion,  wan,  fubdu'd 

In  outward  form,  with  patient  virtue  flood 

Superior  to  defpair  ;  the  heavenly  Nine 

His  fuffcring  foul  with  great  examples  cheer^a 

Of  memorable  bards,  by  Mars  adorn'd 

With  wreaths  of-fame  j  ^  Geagrus'  tuneful  fon. 

Who  with  melodious  praife  to  nobleft  deeds 

Charm'd  the  lolchian  heroes,  and  himfelf 

Their  danger  Ihar'd  ;  ^  Tyrtaeus,  who  reviv'd 

With  animating  verfe  the  Spartan  hopes ; 

y  Janus  Douza,  a  famous  poet,  and  the  moft  learned  man  of  his 
time.  He  commanded  in  Leyden  when  it  was  fo  obfiinately  befieg«d 
by  the  Spaniards  in  1570.     See  Meurfii  Athen.  Bat. 

*=  Orpheus,  one  of  the  Argonauts,  who  fet  fail  from  lolchos,  a 
town  in  ThefTalia. 

«  When  the  Spartans  were  greatly  diftreffed  in  the  Meflenian  war, 
they  applied  to  the  AtbeniJiis  for  a  general,  who  fent  them  the  poet 
Tyrtaus, 

Brave 
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Brave  ''  ^fchylus  and  <=  Sophocles,  around 

Whofe  facred  brows  the  tragic  ivy  twin'd, 

Mix'd  with  the  warrior's  laurel ;  all  furpafs'd 

By  Douza's  valour  :  and  the  generous  toil. 

His  and  his  country's  labours  foon  receiv'd 

Their  high  reward,  when  favouring  Commerce  rals'd 

Th'  invincible  Batavians,  till,  rever'd 

Among  the  mightieft,  on  the  brighteft  roll 

Of  fame  they  Ihone,  by  fplendid  wealth  and  power 

Grac'd  and  fupported  ;  thus  a  genial  foil 

Diffufing  vigour  through  the  infant  oak. 

Affords  it  ftrength  to  ilourilh,  till  at  laff: 

Its  lofty  head,  in  verdant  honours  clad. 

It  rears  amidil:  the  proudeft  of  the  grove. 

Yet  here  th'  eternal  fates  thy  laft  retreat 
Deny,  a  mightier  nation  they  prepare 
For  thy  reception,  fuiferers  alike 
By  th'  unremitted  infolence  of  power 
From  reign  to  reign,  nor  lefs  than  Belgium  known 
For  bold  contention  oft  on  crimfon  fields. 
In  free-tongu'd  fenates  oft  with  nervous  laws 
To  circumfcribe,  or  conquering  to  depofe 
Their  fceptred  tyrants :  Albion  fea-embrac'd. 


k  /Efchylus,  one  of  the  moft  ancient  tragic  poets,  who  fignalired 
liimfelf  in  the  battles  of  Marathon  and  Salamis, 
t  Sophocles  commanded  his  countrymen  the  Athsnisins,  in  feveral 

sxpe^litions, 

I  The 
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The  joy  of  freedom,  dread  of  treacherous  kingSj 

The  deftin'J  miftrefs  of  the  fubjcifl  main. 

And  arbitrefs  of  Europe,  now  demands 

Thy  prefencc,  Goddefs.     It  was  now  the  time^ 

Ere  yet  perfidioas  Cromwell  dar'J  profane 

The  facred  fenate,  and  v/ith  impious  feet  . 

Tread  on  the  powers  of  magiftrates  and  laws. 

While  every  arm  was  chill'd  with  cold  amaze. 

Nor  one  in  all  that  dauntlefs  train  was  found 

To  pierce  the  ruffian's  heart  j  and  now  thy  namd 

Was  heard  in  thunder  through  th'  affrighted  fhorej 

Of  pale  Iberia,  of  fubmifTive  Gaul, 

And  Tagus,  trembling  to  his  utmofl  fourcci 

O  ever  faithful,  vigilant,  and  brave. 

Thou  bold  afTertor  of  Britauuia's  fame. 

Unconquerable  Blake  :  propitious  heaven 

At  this  great  aera,  and  "^  the  fage  decree 

Of  Albion's  fenate,  perfefting  at  once. 

What  by  =  Eliza  was  fo  well  begun. 

So  deeply  founded,  to  this  favour'd  fhore 

The  Goddefs  drew,  where  grateful  fhe  beflow'd 

Th'  unbounded  empire  of  her  father's  floods. 

And  chofe  thee,  London,  for  her  chief  abode, 

Pleas'd  with  the  filver  Thames,  its  gentle  flreami 

^  The  aft  of  navigation. 

*  Queen  Elizabeth  was  the  firftof  our  princes,  who  gave  any  con- 
£derable  encouragement  to  trade. 

And 
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And  fmlling  banks.  Its  joy-difFufing  hills> 

Which  clad  with  fplendour,  and  with  beauty  grac'd, 

O'erlook  his  lucid  bofoni ;  pleas'd  with  thee. 

Thou  nurfe  of  arts,  and  thy  induftrious  race  ; 

Pleas'd  with  their  candid  manners,  with  their  free 

Sagacious  converfe,  to  enquiry  led. 

And  zeal  for  knowledge  ;  hence  the  opening  mind 

Refigns  its  errors,  and  unfeals  the  eye 

Gf  blind  Opinion  ;  Merit  hence  is  heard 

Amidft  its  blufhes,  dawning  arts  arife. 

The  gloomy  clouds,  which  ignorance  or  fear 

Spread  o'er  the  paths  of  Virtue,  are  difpeird> 

Servility  retires,  and  every  heart 

"With  public  cares  is  warm'd  ;  thy  merchants  henc^j 

Illuftrious  city,  thou  doft  raife  to  fame: 

How  many  names  of  glory  may'fl:  thou  trace 

From  earlieft  annals  down  to  ^  Barnard's  times  ! 

And,  O  !  if  like  that  eloquence  divine. 

Which  forth  for  Commerce,  for  Britannia's  rights. 

And  her  infulted  majefty  he  pour'dj 

Thefe  humble  meafures  flow'd,  then  too  thy  walla 

Might  undifgrac'd  refound  thy  poet's  name. 

Who  now  all-fearful  to  thy  praife  attunes 

His  lyre,  and  pays  his  grateful  fong  to  thee. 

Thy  votary,  O  Commerce  1  Gracious  Power> 

Continue  ftill  to  hear  my  vows,  aiad  blefs 

My  honourable  induftry,  which  courts 

^  Sir  John  Barnard, 

Vol.  II.  F  ^« 
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No  other  fmile  but  tlilne ;  for  thou  alone 

Can'fl  wealth  bellovv  with  Independence  crown'd  : 

Nor  yet  exclude  contemplative  repofe. 

But  to  my  dwelling  grant  the  folemn  calm 

Of  learned  leifure,  never  to  rejedl 

The  vifitation  of  the  tuneful  Maids, 

Who  feldom  deign  to  leave  their  facred  haunts. 

And  grace  a  mortal  manfion  ;  thou  divide 

With  them  my  labours  ;  pleafure  I  refign. 

And,  all  devoted  to  my  midnight  lamp, 

Ev'n  now,  when  Albion  o'er  the  foaming  breaft 

Of  groaning  Tethys  fpreads  its  threat'ning  fleets, 

I  grafp  the  founding  fhell,  prepar'd  to  fmg 

That  hero's  valour,  who  Ihall  bell  confound 

His  injur'd  country's  foes ;  ev'n  now  I  feel 

Celeftial  fires  defcenoing  on  my  breaft. 

Which  prompt  thy  daring  fuppliant  to  explore. 

Why,  though  deriv'd  from  Neptune,  though  rever'd 

Among  the  nations,  by  the  Gods  endow'd. 

Thou  never  yet  from  eldell  times  haft  found 

One  permanent  abode;  why  oft  expell'd 

Thy  favour'd  feats,  from  clime  to  clime  haft  borne 

Thy  wandering  fteps  j  why  London  late  hath  feen 

(Thy  lov'd,  thy  laft  retreat)  defponding  Care 

O'ercloud  thy  brow  :   O  liften,  while  the  Mufe, 

Th'  immortal  progeny  of  Jove,  unfolds 

The  fatal  canfe.     What  time  In  Nyfa's  cave 

Th'  Ethereal  Train,  in  honour  to  thy  fire, 

2  Shower'd 
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Shower'd  on  thy  birth  their  blended  gifts,  the  Power 

Of  War  was  abfent ;  hence,  unblefs'd  by  Mars, 

Thy  fons  relinquifh'd  arms,  on  other  arts 

Intent,  and  ftill  to  mercenary  hands 

The  fword  entrufling,  vainly  deem'd,  that  wealth 

Could  purchafe  lalting  fafety,  and  protedl 

Unwarlike  Freedom;   hence  the  Alps  in  vain 

Were  pafs'd,  their  long  impenetrable  fnows 

And  dreary  torrents  ;   fwoln  with  Roman  dead> 

Aftonlili'd  s  Trebia  overflow'd  its  banks 

In  vain,  and  deep-dy'd  Trafimenus  roll'd 

Its  crimfon  waters  ;   Cannse's  fignal  day 

The  fame  alone  of  great  Amilcar's  fon 

Enlarg'd,  while  ftill  undifciplin'd,  difmay'dj 

Her  head  commercial  Carthage  bow'd  at  laft 

To  military  Rome  :   th'  unalter'd  will 

Of  heaven  in  every  climate  hath  ordain'd> 

And  every  age,  that  empire  fhal!  attend 

The  fword,  and  fteel  (hall  ever  conquer  gold. 

Then  from  thy  fufferings  learn  ;  th'  aufpicious  hoof 

Now  fmiles ;  our  wary  magiftrates  have  arm'd 

Our  hands  ;  thou,  Goddefs,  animate  our  breafts 

To  call  inglorious  indolence  afide. 

That  once  again,  in  bright  ba:ttalions  rang'd. 

Our  thoufands  and  ten  thoufands  may  be  fecrt 

t  Trebia,  Trafimenus  lacus,  and  Cannae,  famous  for  the   vi(floriesf 
gained  by  Ann'.bal  over  the  Romans. 

F  *  'theljf 
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Their  country*s  only  rampart,  and  the  dread 

Of  wild  Ambition.     Mark  the  Swedilh  hind; 

He,  on  his  native  foil  fliould  danger  lour. 

Soon  from  the  entrails  of  the  dufky  mine 

Would  rife  to  arms ;  and  other  fields  and  chiefs 

With  Helfingburg  ^  and  Steinboch  foon  would  Iharc 

The  admiration  of  the  northern  world  : 

Helvetia's  hills  behold,  th'  aerial  feat 

Of  long-fupported  Liberty,  who  thence. 

Securely  refting  on  her  faithful  fhield. 

The  warrior's  corfelet  flaming  on  her  breaft. 

Looks  down  with  fcorn  on  fpaclous  realms,  which  groam 

In  fervitude  around  her,  and,  her  fword 

With  dauntlefs  fkill  high  brandifliing,  defies 

The  Auftrian  eagle,  and  imperious  Gaul : 

And  O  could  thofe  ill. fated  Ihades  arife 

Whofe  valiant  ranks  along  th'  enfanguin'd  dull 

Of  ^  Newbury  lay  crouded,  they  could  tell^ 

How 

*>  Helfingburg,  a  fmall  town  in  Schonen,  celebrated  for  the  viftory 
■which  Count  Steinboch  gained  over  the  Danes  with  an  army  for  the 
moft  part  compofed  of  Swedifli  peafants,  who  had  never  feen  an  enemy 
before  :  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  defeated  troops  were  as  compleat  a 
body  of  regular  forces  as  any  in  all  Europe, 

i  The  London  train'd-bands,  and  auxiliary  regiments,  (whofe  in- 
experience of  danger,  or  any  kind  of  fervice,  beyond  the  eafy  pradlice 
of  their  poftures  in  the  Artillery-Ground,  had  till  then  too  cheap  an 
eftimation}  behaved  themfelves  to  wonder  j  and  were,  in  truth,  the 

prefervatjcn 
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How  their  long-matclilefs  cavalry,  fo  oft 

O'er  hills  of  flaia  by  ardent  Rupert  led, 

Whofe  dreaded  ilandard  Vidory  had  wav'd. 

Till  then  triumphant,  there  with  nobleft  blood 

From  their  gor'd.  fquadrons  dy'd  the  rellive  fpear 

Of  London's  firm  militia,  and  refign'd 

The  well-difputed  field  ;  then,  Goddefs,  fay. 

Shall  we  be  now  more  timid,  when  behold, 

The  black'ning  ftorm  now  gathers  round  our  heads. 

And  England's  angry  Genius  founds  to  arms  f 

For  thee,  remember,  is  the  banner  fpread  ; 

The  naval  tower  to  vindicate  thy  rights 

Will  fweep  the  curling  foam  :  the  thundering  bomb 

Will  roar,  and  ftartle  in  the  d.eepeft  grots 

Old  Nereus'  daughters;  with  combuftion  ftor'd 

For  thee  our  dire  volcanos  of  the  main. 

Impregnated  with  horror,  foon  will  pour 

Their  flaming  ruin  round  each  hoftile  fleet  : 

Thou  then,  great  Goddefs,  fummon  all  thy  powers. 

Arm  all  thy  fons,  thy  vaflals,  every  heart 

Inflame  :  and  you,  ye  fear-difclaiming  race, 

prefervation  of  that  army  that  day.  For  they  flood  as  a  bulwark  and 
rampire  to  defend  the  reft  j  and  when  their  wings  of  horfe  were  feat- 
tered  and  difperfed,  kept  their  ground  fo  fteadiiy,  that  though  Prince 
Rupert  himfelf  led  up  the  choice  horfe  to  charge  them,  and  endured 
the  ftorm  of  fmall  fhot,  he  could  make  no  impreflion  on  their  ftand  of 
pikes  i  but  was  forced  to  wheel  about. — C'.arend.  book  7i  pag.  34.7. 

F3  Yp 
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Yc  mariners  of  Britain,  chofen  train 

Of  Liberty  and  Commerce,  now  no  more 

Secrete  your  generous  valour  ;  hear  the  call 

Of  injur'd  Albion  ;  to  her  foes  prefent 

Thofe  daring  bofoms,  which  alike  difdain  • 

The  death-difploding  cannon,  and  che  rage 

Of  warring  tempelts 3  mingling  in  their  ftrife 

The  feas  and  clouds :  though  long  in  iilence  hufh'd 

Hath  flept  the  Britifh  thunder  ;  though  the  pride 

Of  weak  Iberia  hath  forgot  the  roar  ; 

Soon  (hall  her  ancient  terrors  be  rtcall'd, 

When  your  vidorious  fhouts  affright  her  fhores  : 

None  now  ignobly  will  your  warmth  reftrain, 

T^or  hazard  more  indignant  Valour's  curfe. 

Their  country's  wrath,  and  Time's  eternal  fcorn  5 

Then  bid  the  Furies  of  Bellona  wake. 

And  lilver-mantled  Peace  with  welcome  fteps 

Anon  fhall  vifit  your  triumphant  ifle. 

And,  that  perpetual  fafety  may  poiTefs 

Our  joyous  fields,  thou.  Genius,  who  prefid'ft 

O'er  this  illuftrious  city,  teach  her  fens 

To  wield  che  noble  inllruments  of  war; 

And  let  the  great  example  foon  extend 

Through  ev2ry  province,  till  Britannia  fees 

Her  docile  millions  fill  the  martial  plain. 

Then,  whatfoe'er  our  terrors  now  fuggeft 

Qf  defolation  and  th'  invading  i  word  ; 

Though  with  his  mafly  trident  Neptune  heav'd 


A  new-born  ifthmus  from  the  Britifli  deep. 

And  to  its  parent  continent  rejoin'd 

Our  chalky  fliore  ;  though  Mahomet  could  league 

His  powerful  crefcent  with  the  hoftile  Gaul, 

And  that  new  Cyrus  of  the  conquer'd  Eaft, 

Who  now  in  trembling  vafTalage  unites 

The  Ganges  and  Euphrates,  could  advance 

With  his  auxiliar  hoft  ;  our  warlike  youth 

With  ^  equal  numbers,  and  with  keener  zeal 

For  children,  parents,  friends,  for  England  fir'd. 

Her  fertile  glebe,  her  wealthy  towns,  her  laws. 

Her  liberty,  her  honour,  fhould  fuftain 

The  dreadful  onfet,  and  refilllefs  break 

Th'  immenfe  array  ;  thus  ev'n  the  ligbteft  thought 

E'er  to  invade  Britannia's  calm  repofe 

Mull  die  the  moment  that  aufpicious  Mars 

Her  fons  Ihall  blefs  with  difcipline  and  arms  ; 

That  exil'd  race,  in  fuperftition  nurs'd. 

The  fervile  pupils  of  tyrannic  Rome, 

With  diltant  gaze  defpalring  Ihall  behold 

The  guarded  fplendors  of  Britannia's  crown  ; 

Still  from  their  abdicated  fway  eftrang'd, 

k  If  the  computation,  which  allots  near  two  millions  of  fighting 
men  to  this  kingdom  may  be  relied  on;  it  is  not  eafy  to  conceive, 
how  the  united  force  of  the  whole  world  could  allemble  together,  and 
fubfift  in  an  enemy's  country  greater  numbers,  than  they  would  Bui 
Of  pofed  to  them  here. 

F  4  WIch 
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With  all  th'  attendants  on  defpotic  thrones, 
Priefls,  ignorance,  and  bonds ;  with  watchful  ftep 
Gigantic  Terror,  ftridlng  round  our  coaft. 
Shall  fhake  his  gorgon  sgis,  and  the  hearts 
Of  proudeft  kings  appal  ;  to  other  fhores 
Our  angry  fleets,  when  infolence  and  wrongs 
To  arms  awaken  our  vindidlive  power. 
Shall  bear  the  hideous  wafle  of  ruthlefs  war  j 
But  liberty,  fecurity,  and  fame 
Shall  dwell  for  ever  on  our  chofen  plains. 


MODERN    VIRTUE.     A    SATIRE. 

**   T    ET  venal  annals  boaft  a  Casfar's  reign, 

*  J  **  When  Rome's  great  genius  hugg'd  th'  impe- 
rial chain, 
**  Freedom,  gay  Goddefs,  glads  our  happier  ifle, 
<*  Peace  fmooths  her  brow,  as  Plenty  decks  her  fmile  \ 
**  In  every  fon  th'  infpirer  lives  confefs'd, 
♦*  And  lights  up  all  the  patriot  in  his  breaft, 
*'  Breathes  the  fame  fecial  warmth  from  foul  to  foul, 
•'  Till  widening  Nature  pants  but  for  a  whole. 

"  Shines  he  in  life's  meridian  beam  difplay'd, 
**  Or  gives  his  milder  virtues  to  the  fhade  ; 

*'  Qlares 
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Glares  the  proud  ribbon,  nods  the  martial  crefl:. 

Or  flaunt  the  tatters  on  his  motley  veft  j 

The  godlike  Briton  fills  his  every  fphere. 

Without  a  frailty,  and  without  a  fear. 

If  rich  :  Bright  image  of  the  Eternal  Mind, 

His  opening  bofom  takes  in  all  mankind  ; 

Where'er  he  comes.  Health  triumphs  o'er  Difeafe, 

Hope  glads  Defpair,  and  Anguifh  melts  to  eafe. 

Is  Knowledge  his  ?  He  lends  his  every  art. 

To  rear  the  genius,  and  to  mould  the  heart ; 

Fondly  purfues  with  Boyle's  aufpicious  blaze 

Truth  thro'  her  mafques,  and  Nature  thro'  her  maze; 

To  heedlefs  Juftice  gives  the  well-poiz'd  fcaie. 

And  raifes  Commerce  as  he  guides  the  fail. 

Is  power  his  orb  ?  He  lives  but  to  defend  ; 

The  ftatefman  only  dignifies  the  friend  : 

Difarms  Oppreflion,  prunes  Ambition's  wing. 

And  ftifles  FaiSion  ere  fhe  darts  her  fting  ; 

Enriches  every  coffer  but  his  own. 

And  fliields  the  cottage  while  he  guards  the  throne; 

Sees  at  his  nod  our  plunder'd  rights  reftor'd. 

And  Europe  trembling  when  he  grafps  the  fword." 

Thus  fung  the  Mufe  when  Fancy  vigorous  ran. 

And  warm'd  the  youth,  ere  Reafon  form'd  the  man  ; 

Life  thro'  Opinion's  falfe  perfpedive  feen. 

With  mimic  beauty  glow'd  in  every  fcene  ; 

Drefs'd  in  an  angel's  vifionary  form. 

Vice  aim'd  io  pleafe,  and  Madnefs  learn'd  to  charm  : 

lo  Rebellion 
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Rebellion  foften*d  Into  public  love. 
And  each  enormous  villain  feem'd  a  Jove. 
Doubly  deceiv'd,  what  Lelius  could  I  find 
To  chafe  the  phantoms,  or  to  free  the  mind  i 
No  Lelius  came,  no  Seraph  lent  his  aid. 
No  pitying  Genius  whifper'd  in  the  glade. 

Itchanc'd  that  Virtue  heard  th'  untutor'd  lays. 
Still  madly  lifping  with  the  voice  of  praife  ; 
She  heard,  as  thro'  the  Mall  the  Goddefs  ftray'd. 
When  the  gay  world  had  peopled  all  the  fliade. 
Mild  as  the  foftnefs  of  a  vernal  flty. 
Youth  flufh'd  her  cheek,  while  caution  arm'd  her  eye; 
Half  loofe,  majeftic  flow'd  her  azure  veil, 
A  fpotlefs  ruby  bled  upon  her  breaft ; 
At  every  Hep  kind  Nature  felt  her  power, 
Soft  blew  the  zephyr,  and  foft  fprung  the  flower  j 
A  brighter  frelhnefs  hung  on  every  green. 
And  a  new  Eden  flole  upon  the  fcene. 

Awhile  fhe  paus'd,  and  with  a  frown  furvey'd 
The  mingling  fwarm  of  tatters  and  brocade. 
When,  as  the  Goddefs  wav'd  th'  ethereal  fpear. 
Pride  dropt  her  fmile,  and  Artiiice  her  tear  j 
Lull  threw  afide  Religion's  borrow'd  grace, 
A  leering  Satyr  gloated  in  her  face  ; 
The  prude,  who  fainted  at  the  name  of  vice. 
Now  hugg'd  the  bottle,  and  now  grafp'd  the  dice  j 
While  tortur'd  with  the  town's  obfcener  ail, 
A  Saint  Hood  melting  o'er  alufcious  tale. 

.  .  Here, 
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Here,  the  bribe  glitter'd  in  a  Courtier's  hand  5 
There,  the  grave  Patriot  bellow'd — for  a  wand: 
Full  in  his  eye  th'  enchanting  objeft  hung. 
And  dying  Freedom  gafp'd  upon  his  tongue. 
All  who  to  Drury's  deadly  ftews  refort, 
Rob  at  the  Change,  or  plunder  in  the  Court, 
Stripp'd  of  their  mafques  in  wild  diforder  rofe. 
One  with  a  halter,  one  without  a  nofe  ; 
So  oddly  mix'd,  fo  excellently  ill. 
Such  motley  fpedlres  of  Quevedo's  hell. 
They'd  make  a  Jefuit  quit  the  abfolving  chair, 
A  brothel  tremble,  and  a  conclave  Itare. 

So  when,  where  Bedlam's  air-drefs'd  vifions  dwell, 
Tom  ftalks  a  ftraw-crown'd  monarch  in  his  cell ; 
Juft  as  he  foars  tremendous  to  a  God, 
And  the  wing'd  thunder  only  waits  his  nod  ; 
Shudd'ring,  he  hears  his  keeper's  furly  tone. 
He  hears,  and  horror  wraps  his  tott'ring  throne  ; 
Crowns  drop  their  luftre,  fceptres  lofe  their  awe. 
Robes  fly  to  rags,  and  empires  fink  to  iiraw, 

*'  Learn  hence,"  fair  Virtue  cry'd,  "  miftaken  youth, 
*'  What  various  monfters  wtar  the  guife  of  Truth. 
**  Deck'd  with  each  grace,  immortal  merit  fliews 
**  The  cheek  that  reddens,  and  the  foul  that  glows  j 
"  With  heaven's  own  image  beaming  in  his  eye, 
*'  Man  fmiles  a  dagger,  and  he  looks  a  lye." 
She  fpoke,  and  lo  !  the  long-mifguided  fire. 
With  every  number,  flept  along  the  lyre. 

Say 
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Say  then,  my  friend  !  whofe  virtues  are  my  pride, 
Whofe  candour  foothes  me,  while  thy  precepts  guide  ; 
Thou  whofe  quick  eye  has  look'd  thro'  every  age, 
View'd  every  fcene,  and  ftudied  every  fage  ; 
Say,  fhall  I  praife  th'  cfcutcheon's  proud  record. 
When  a  loft  Brutus  .finks  into  a  lord  ? 
With  fulfome  fing-fong  after  ihadows  run. 
And  ftill  miftake  a  meteor  for  a  fun  ? 
Shall  I  be  filent,  while  from  day  to  day 
Belville  in  Bagnios  revels  life  away  ; 
Flagitious  drops  the  majelty  of  power 
In  the  mad  mifchiefs  of  the  midnight  hour  ; 
No  flatterer  left  to  daub,  no  friend  to  aid. 
By  ftrumpets  plunder'd,  and  by  wits  betray'd  ? 

Rous'd  at  the  thought,  keen  Satire  fpurns  her  chain. 
Springs  with  new  life,  and  pants  in  every  vein. 
On  Vice,  impatient,  wreaks  her  gathering  rage. 
And  bids  the  tyrant  bleed  thro'  all  the  page. 
Broods  ihe  in  purple  o'er  the  venal  bar. 
Struts  in  a  gown,  or  blazes  in  a  ftar  ? 
My  pen  fhall  trace  her  out  from  flave  to  flave. 
Nor  dares  Oblivion  fcreen  her  in  the  grave. 

Come  then,  ye  felf-curs'd  atheifts  !  who  degrade 
Truth  to  a  found,  and  fcripture  to  a  trade  ; 
Ye  bearded  fycophants  !  who  life  fupply 
With  the  warm  fun-fhine  of  a  minion's  eye  : 
Ye  French  editions  of  a  Britifti  fool ; 
Abroad  a  cypher,  and  at  home  a  tool ; 

FRIEND. 
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FRIEND. 

Are  you  mad  ?  or  have  you  loft  all  grace  ? 
What,  write  a  fatire  when  you  want  a  place  ! 
Hold,  hold,  for  God's  fake,  ere  your  friends  bellow 
A  few  ftout  cords,  and  fend  you  to  Monro  K 

Would  you  avoid  the  pedant's  learned  fneer  ? 
Awe  the  pert  fop  ?  or  footh  a  doctor's  ear  ? 
Heedlefs  of  all  the  phantom  Sifters  play'd. 
From  cloud-topt  Pindus  to  the  Latian  fhade, 
Purfue  deep  Science  thro'  her  mazy  road. 
Hunt  every  page,  and  crawl  from  code  to  cod€  j 
Where  mufty  fyftems  folid  joy  difpenfe. 
And  wife  Smiglecius  fills  the  void  of  fenfe  : 
Or  proud  feme  more  important  truths  to  learn. 
Dream  o'er  the  labour'd  glofTaries  of  Hearne  "^  z 
So  you  may  live,  approv'd,  perhaps  preferr'd. 
Your  wifdom  gravely  meafur'd  by  your- beard. 

But  foft — Your  aim's  to  civilize  mankind^^ 
To  wake  each  focial  virtue  of  the  mind  ; 
To  ftrip  from  Vice  the  gay  difguife  of  art. 
And  bare  the  villain  lurking  in  the  heart  ; 
For  this  you  grafp  the  falchion,  fpread  the  niield, 
A  pigmy  Quixot  in  the  'lifted  field. 

Time  was,  when  fatire  delicately  nice 
Could  roufe  each  virtue,  and  could  blaft  each  vice; 

•  Phyficlan  to  Bethlem  Hofpital. 

*  Thomas  Hearne,  the  celebrated  antiquary. 
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TrutK  learn'd  to  pleafe  from  ^fop's  fabling  tongu^i 
And  Rome  grew  virtuous  when  her  Ennius  fung. 
Once  loft  to  goodnefs,  but  now  loft  to  fhame. 
We  court  difhonour,  as  we  laugh'd  at  fame  ; 
With  the  fame  raptures  plunge  in  every  crime, 
Tho'  fifty  Oldhams  "  ftab  in  every  rhime.     , 

A  native  fin  each  vigorous  Frenchman  hails. 
Politely  partial  to  his  own  Verfailles. 
There,  toujours  gai,  he  loves  a  loofer  rein  ; 
His  Mifs,  la  Contelfe,  and  his  wine  Champagne* 
Britain,  more  generous^  every  vice  provides. 
That  Europe  ripens,  and  that  Afia  hides. 
Th'  enormous  harveft  to  our  ports  confign'd 
Loads  every  fhip,  and  bufies  every  wind. 
Soon  a  vaft  group  of  follies  cfoud  the  fhore. 
As  foon  they  cloy.- -  Fly  hence,  and  fetch  us  more. 
Quick  fpread  th'  impatient  fail  from  pole  to  pole. 
Ye  zephyrs,  waft  her  !   and  ye  oceans,  roll  ! 

Strike  whom  you  pleafe,  and  write  whate'er  you  will, 
Harpax  will  cheat,  and  Phillis  hide  fpadille  : 
Hircus  in  brothels  impotently  toil. 
And  Verres  murder  merit  with  a  fmile  : 
Murder,  fecure  of  fame,  for  vulgar  eyes 
Will  ftill  adore  him,  tho'  the  good  defpife ; 
At  his  rich  coat  and  gorgeous  chariot  gaze, 
And  lofe  at  once  th'  affaffin  in  the  blaze. 


n  John  Oldham,  a  fatyrlft  of  the  lafl  century. 
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E'en  Young  "himfelf,  dlftlnguifli'd,  lov'd,  cared, 
Mark'd  by  each  eye,  and  hugg'd  to  every  breaft. 
Sees  he  among  this  vicious  race  of  men 
One  rafcal  mended  when  he  grafps  the  pen  ? 
Still  at  the  levee  fwarms  the  venal  tribe. 
And  ftill  corruption  longs  for  every  bribe. 

AUTHOR. 

What  then  ?  If  Vice  unbltifhing  hears  the  fagCj^ 
Shall  Reafon  flruggle  in  the  check  of  age  i 
Shall  Truth  fhuc  ap  in  complaifance  her  heart. 
Young  lend  a  fmile,  and  Satire  drop  her  dart  I 
No,  let  the  fiend-like  heads  of  Hydra  grovv'. 
Rife  as  he  ftrlkes,  and  double  from  the  blow  j 
One  honell  drudge  our  Hercules  has  found. 
To  fear  the  monfter  fprouting  in  the  wound. 

Come,  come,  my  friend  ;  throw  oft'  this  rifing  frovi^n. 
Nor  curb  my  paflions  while  you  lofe  your  own. 
Oft  have  you  bid  proud  Thrafo  mend  his  life. 
Who  kick'd  a  filler,  and  who  ftarv'd  a  wife  ; 
Nay,  infolently  dar'd  to  tell  her  grace. 
That  virtue  made  a  Goddefs,  not -the  face, 

FRIEND. 

When  brifkerfpirits  thro'  the  bofom  roll. 
And  life's  mad  tumult  rufhes  on  the  foul  j 


•  Dr.  Edward  Young. 
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Each  beardlefs  Cato  wings  with  awkward  zeat 

His  little  arrow  e'er  he  learns  to  feel  : 

Fierce  as  old  Appius,  apes  th'  infulting  air, 

Th'  uplifted  eye-brow,  and  the  lordly  ftare. 

So  I — But  now  that  age  with  fmooth  career 

Wafts  cooler  notions  on  my  fixtieth  year  j    ' 

Loft  to  each  hope,  each  vifionary  joy. 

Pomps  that  difturb,  and  vanities  that  cloy ; 

Heedlefs  what  wit's  cafliier'd,  what  fool's  carefl:> 

Who  lives  an  hero,  or  who  lives  a  jeft, 

I  view  the  world's  romantic  fcene  pafs  by. 

And  ftifle  all  my  anger  in  a  figh. 

While  thus  my  days  fteal  on  the  wing  of  time, 

Unflain'd  by  wit,  and  guiltlefs  of  a  rhyme, 

Unnumber'd  ills  the  dreaded  Satirift  wait. 

Stand  faft,  Olympus !  and  fupport  him.  Fate  ! 

See  !  frantic  Dulnefs  panting  for  the  war, 

Grafps  the  keen  fpear,  and  mounts  th'  imperial  car. 

Shrill  clarions  found,  attending  Furies  yell. 

The  length'ning  echo  howls  thro'  every  cell  ; 

Rous'd  by  th'  infpiring  clang,  each  mighty  fon. 

Congenial  offspring  of  his  fire,-  the  Hun, 

Slides  from  his  garret  formidably  gay, 

^.n  human  vulture  darting  on  his  prey. 

All  they  whofe  fcience  loads  th'  incumber'd  ftall. 

Who  wound  the  wainfcot,  and  who  daub  the  wall. 

Luxurious  rogues,  that  revel  once  a  week 

On  the  rich  feaft  of  villos  and  ox-cheek  ; 

Fr&m 
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From  the  foft  lyric  to  the  wretch  who  fqualis 

The  Mint-born  ballad  at  the  end  of  Paul's, 

Around  the  flag  in  martial  pomp  appear. 

Curl  P  in  the  van,  and  Ofborne  P  in  the  rear. 

Th'  impatient  battle  joins,  and  lo  !  at  once 

The  fame  wild  phrenzy  fpreads  from  dunce  to  dunce, 

Fir'd  with  one  foul,  the  fhirtlefs  legions  run. 

One  hurls  a  journal,  and  one  darts  a  pun. 

In  fnip-fnap  profe  vindiiflive  lightnings  play. 

And  loud  hoarfe  thunders  rattle  thro'  the  lay. 

Quick  and  more  quick,  the  dire  difcordant  din 

Rolls  thro'  each  hall,  and  roars  from  inn  to  inn  ; 

Wakes  the  loud  horrors  of  the  wrangling  fchool. 

Where  Prifcian  bawls,  and  fool  re-echoes  fool. 

But  Ihould  you  all  the  mighty  mad  defeat. 
Who  howl  in  Bedlam,  and  who  ftun  the  Fleet, 
See  the  pert  critic  tremble  to  engage. 
Wit  blunt  her  fting,  and  Envy  drop  her  rage  ; 
Yet  can  poor  Innocence  to  mercy  awe 
Thofe  deadlier  pefts,  the  harpies  of  the  law  ? 
Another  Paxton  'i  Ihields  each  worthlefs  lord. 
Arms  the  dread  fcourge,  and  whets  th'  avenging  fword. 
Where  he,  great  genius !   throws  his  letter'd  eye. 
Truth  flares  a  libel,  Honefty  a  lye. 
Young  embryo  treafons  in  each  period  fhine. 
And  fancy'd  poifons  kill  thro'  every  line. 

P   Boc^kfellers. 

1  Solicitor  to  the  Treafury. 
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He  fure  will  curb  you,  tho'  my  precepts  fail. 
No  ftoic  bullies  when  he  fmells  a  jail, 
Confcious  that  Wifdom  mounts  her  throne  too  late. 
When  doom'd  to  warble  ethics  thro'  a  grate, 

AUTHOR. 

Speak  yoa  of  Claudius  ?  Let  the  minion  rave. 
Say  Pitt's  a  fool,  and  Lyttelton's  a  knave. 
Call  wit  a  libel,  and  yet  never  fee 
Swords  in  a  brief,  or  poifons  in  a  fee. 
But  from  my  foul  all  fcandal  I  deteft. 
Truth  forms  my  numbers,  as  Ihe  warms  my  breaft. 
Learns  me  to  triumph  o'er  a  pimp's  difdain. 
And  bids  me  laugh  when  Claudius  threats  the  chain:. 

What,  fhall  I  ftrive  to  dignify  difgrace  ? 
And  hail  a  patriot  lefs'ning  in  a  place  ? 
Rear  the  proud  trophy  on  a  foldier's  grave. 
Who  liv'd  a  coward,  and  who  dy'd  a  flave  ? 
Shall  I  on  Vice's  pageantry  attend. 
Croud  to  her  car,  and  at  her  altars  bend  ? 
Rather,  where  Indian  funs  their  rays  unfold. 
And  ripen  half  Potofi  into  gold.. 
Let  me  beneath  a  Spaniard's  infult  pine. 
Crouch  to  the  fcourge,  and  drudge  from  mine  to  mine. 

Yet  is  there  one  %  my  friend !  who  fhines  confefl 
With  all  that  heaven  ftamps  upon  the  breaft, 

'  Charles,  then  lord  Malton,  afterwards  marquis  of  Rockingham. 
He  died  July,  17S2. 
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Who,  no^ly  confcious  of  paternal  fire. 
Feeds  the  bright  blaze,  and  beams  upon  his  fire« 
Mine  be  the  tafk  to  fwell  from  day  to  day 
Th'  applauding  pasan,  and  the  loud  huzza; 
To  bid  cur  fons,  with  filial  fondnefs  warm. 
Eye  every  grace,  and  copy  every  charm  ; 
Explore  his  purpofe,  catch  his  God-like  rage. 
And  be  the  Maltons  of  another  age. 

My  verfe,  you  fay,  will  certainly  offend. 
Who?  Not  the  man  whom  Virtue  calls  her  friend. 
Virtue,  like  gold,  of  genuine  worth  pofiefs'd. 
Shines  out  more  radiant  when  fhe  dares  the  tell. 
Swords  arm  her  bofom,  racks  her  vigour  raife. 
And  all  hell's  fires  but  give  her  ftrength  to  blaze. 
Can  truth  then  hurt  her  ?  wound  her  facred  ear  ? 
Wake  the  keen  pang  ?  or  rouze  th'  impaffion'd  tear  ? 
'Tis  true,  the  felhfh  mercenary  train. 
Whom  honours  libel,  and  whom  titles  ftain. 
Struck  with  the  face  in  Satire's  mirror  Ihown, 
Perhaps  m.ay  tremble,  and  perhaps  may  frown. 
Thanks  to  their  rage,  my  days  will  happier  flow. 
And  my  joys  brighten  when  a  knave's  my  foe. 

Yet  think  not  that  the  Mufe,  to  fpleen  refign'd. 
Aims  monfter-like  to  fvvallow  up  mankind. 
Bids  her  keen  P.-.aft£  with  baleful  vengeance  fly. 
Taint  the  pure  breeze,  and  poifon  half  the  fky. 
Or  fond  to-fpread  deftruftion  thro'  the  land. 
Exults  with  Nero  as  flie  lights  the  brand ; 

G  2  With 
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With  honefl:  warmth  (he  wifhes  to  controul       * 
Each  deadly  weed  that  bloflbms  on  the  foul. 
That  wildly  vigorous  mocks  at  Virtue's  toil. 
That  choaks  the  fcion,  and  that  robs  the  foil ; 
But  fadly  confcious  that  juft  heaven  has  made 
Each  grace  to  border  on  its  kindred  ftiade  y 
That  in  the  gem  fome  fullying  vein  will  run. 
And  the  difk  darken  while  there  fhines  a  fun  ; 
The  melting  image  gains  upon  her  heart. 
And  fpite  of  juftice  half  difarms  the  dart. 

Oh  !  let  me  then  in  Fable's  empire  rove. 
Where  talks  the  foreft,  and  where  laughs  the  grove  j 
Attend  the  Goddefs  thro'  her  airy  fcene. 
Her  piftures  borrow,  and  her  morals  glean  ; 
From  wolves  and  lions  draw  th'  inftrudive  tale. 
And  hide  the  glare  of  reafon  in  a  veil. 

Bleft  be  the  thought.     Here  guiltlefs  of  ofTence, 
DifpalTion'd  Truth  may  fneer  you  into  fenfe  ; 
On  vicious  men  her  whole  artillery  play. 
Sublimely  grave,  or  whimlically  gay  ; 
Thro'  the  wide  world  in  moral  vifion  range. 
Glide  thro'  the  Court,  and  fteal  upon  the  Change ; 
Lull's  rampant  emprefs  keenly-ey'd  purfue. 
Or  opening  in  her  Paphos,  or  the  flew  ; 
Lethargic  Jullice  on  the  bench  alTail, 
Edge  the  dull  fword,  and  poife  th'  unequal  fcale ; 
With  Rabelais'  jell  difplay  th'  officious  knave. 
In  life's  mad  vortex  whirling  to  the  grave  ; 

Point 
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Point  at  Opinion's  felf-embroider'd  veft. 
Folly's  gay  plume,  and  Pride's  enormous  creft. 
Each  frenzy  mortify,  each  vice  confound. 
And  Self-convidlion  only  feel  the  wound. 

A  MONODY 

TO      THE      MEMORY      OF 

Mrs.     MARGARET     WOFFINGTON*. 

BY     JOHN     HOOLE. 

Flebilis  indignoi  elegia  fol-ve  capillos. 

Ah  !  nimis  ex  njero  nunc  tibi  nomen  erit,  Ovid. 

THERE  fled  the  fair,  that  all  beholders  charm'd, 
Whofe  beauty  fir'd  us,  and  whofe  fpirit  vvarm'd  ! 
In  that  fad  figh  th'  unwilling  breath  retir'd  ; 
The  grace,  the  glory  of  our  fcene  expir'd  ! 
And  fhall  fhe  die,  the  Mufe's  rites  unpaid. 
No  grateful  lays  to  deck  her  parting  fliade  ? 
While  on  her  bier  the  iifter  Graces  mourn. 
And  weeping  Tragedy  bedews  her  urn  i 

*  She  died  the  aSth  of  March,  1760. 
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While  Comedy  her  cheerful  vein  foregoes, 
And  learns  to  melt  with  unaccuftom'd  woes  ? 

Accept  (O  once  admir'd)  thefe  artlefs  lays  ; 
Accept  this  mite  of  tributary  praife. 
Oh  1  could  I  paint  thee  with  a  niafler's  hand. 
And  give  thee  all  thy  merits  could  demand  ; 
Thefe  lines  fhould  glow  with  true  poetic  flame. 
Bright  as  thy  eyes,  and  faultlefs  as  thy  frame  '. 

We  mourn'd  thy  abfence,  from  our  fcene  retir'd. 
Each  longing  heart  again  thy  charms  defir'd. 
Yet  ftill,  alas  1  we  hop'd  again  to  view 
Our  wifli,  our  pleafure,  every  joy  in  you  ! 
Again  thy  looks  might  grace  the  tragic  rage  ;    - 
Again  thy  fpirit  fill  the  comic  ftage. 
But  lo  1  Difeafe  hangs  hovering  o'er  thy  head  j 
Dire  danger  ftalks  around  thy  frighted  bed  ! 
Thofe  ftarry  eyes  have  lofl  each  beamy  ray. 
And  ghaftly  Sicknefs  makes  the  fair  her  prey  ! 
Death  fhuts  the  fcene  ! — and  all  our  hopes  are  o'er  ! 
Thofe  beauties  now  muft  glad  the  fight  no  more  ! 

Say  ye,  whofe  features  youthful  luflre  bloom, 
Whofe  lips  exhale  Arabia's  foft  perfume, 
Muft  every  gift  in  filent  duft  be  loft. 
No  more  the  w'.fli  of  man,  or  female  boaft  ? 
Ah  me  !  with  time  muft  every  grace  be  fled  ! 
She  once  th*-  pride  of  all  our  ftap^e  is  dead  ! 
Clos'd  are  tl-oie  eyes  that  every  bofom  fir'd  ! 
Pale  are  thofe  charms  that  every  heart  infpir'd ! 

5  Where 
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■Where  now  the  mien  with  majelly  enduM, 
Which  oft  furpriz'd  a  ravifh'd  audience  view'd  ? 

What  forms  too  oft  the  tragic  fcene  difgrace  i 
What  tailelefs  airs  the  comic  fcene  deface  ? 
Tho'  tuneful  Gibber  ftill  the  Mufe  fuftalns. 
By  nature  fram'd  to  pour  the  moving  ftrains. 
The'  from  her  eye  each  heart-felt  paffion  breaks. 
And  more  than  mufic  warbles  when  fhe  fpeaks  ; 
When  fhall  we  view  again,  like  thine,  conjoin'd, 
A  form  angelic,  and  a  piercing  mind  ? 
Alike  in  every  mimic  fcene  to  Ileer, 
The  gay,  the  grave,  the  lively,  and  fevere. 
Thy  judgment  faw,  thy  tafte  each  beauty  caught. 
No  fenfelefs  parrot  of  the  poet's  thought ! 
Thy  bofom  well  could  heave  with  fancy'd  woe. 
And,  from  thy  own,  our  tears  were  taught  to  flow. 
Whene'er  we  view'd  the  Roman's  fuUied  famc> 
Thy  beauty  juilify'd  the  hero's  fliame. 
What  heart  but  then  muft  Anthony  approve. 
And  own  the  world  was  nobly  loft  for  love  ? 
What  ears  could  hear  in  vain  thy  caufe  implor'd. 
When  foothing  arts  appeas'd  thy  angry  lord  ? 
Each  tender  breaft  the  rough  Ventidius  blam'd. 
And  Egypt  gain'd  the  figh  Oftavia  claim'd. 
Thy  eloquence  each  hulh'd  attention  drew. 
While  Love  ufurp'd  the  tears  to  Virtue  due. 

See  !  Phaedra  rife  majeftic  o'er  the  fcene. 
What  raging  pangs  diftraft  the  haplefs  queen ! 

G  4  How 
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How  does  thy  fenfe  the  poet's  thought  refine. 
Beam  through  each  word,  and  brighten  every  line  ! 
What  nerve,  what  vigour  glows  in  every  part. 
While  claffic  lays  appear  with  ciaffic  art  ! 

Who  now  can  bid  the  proud  Roxana  rife. 
With  love  and  anger  fparkling  in  her  eyes  i 
Who  now  ftiall  bid  her  br3aft  in  fury  glow. 
With  all  the  femblance  of  imperial  woe  ? 
While  the  big  paffion,  raging  in  her  veins. 
Would  hold  the  mafter  of  the  world  in  chains ; 
But  Alexander  now  forfakes  our  coaft  : — 
And,  ah  1  Roxana  is  for  ever  loft  ! 

Nor  lefs  thy  power  when  rigid  Virtue  fir'd 
The  challer  bard,  and  purer  thoughts  infpir'd  : 
V/hat  kneeling  form  appears  with  ftedfaft  eyes. 
Her  bofom  heaving  with  Devotion's  fighs  ! 
'Tis  Ihe  !  In  thee  we  own  the  mournful  fcene. 
The  fair  refcmblance  of  a  martyr  ^  queen  \ 
Here  Qui  do's  fkill  might  mark  thy  fpeaking  frame. 
And  catch  from  thee  the  painter's  magic  flame  ! 

Bleft  in  each  art  !  by  nature  form'd  to  pleafe. 
With  beauty,  fenfe,  with  elegance  and  eafe  ! 
Whofe  piercing  genius  ludy'd  all  mankind. 
All  Shakfpeare  opening  to  thy  vigorous  mind. 
In  every  Iceae  of  comic  humour  known  ; 
In  fprightly  fallies  wit  was  all  thy  own. 


{  Lady  Jane  Grey,  Aft  V, 


Whethe,- 
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Whether  you  feem'd  the  cit's  more  humble  wife  } 
Or  fhone  in  Townly's  higher  fphere  of  life  : 
Alike  thy  fpirit  knew  each  turn  of  wit ; 
And  gave  new  force  to  all  the  poet  writ. 

Nor  was  thy  worth  to  public  fcenes  confin'd. 
Thou  knew'ft  the  nobleft  feelings  of  the  mind. 
Thy  ears  were  ever  open  to  diftrefs  j 
Thy  ready  hand  was  ever  ftretch'd  to  blefs. 
Thy  bread  humane  for  each  unhappy  felt  ; 
Thy  heart  for  others'  forrows  prone  to  melt. 
In  vain  did  Envy  point  her  fcorpion  lling  ; 
In  vain  did  Malice  ftiake  her  blafting  -wing  : 
Each  generous  breaft  difdain'd  th'  unpleafing  tale. 
And  caft  o'er  every  fault  Oblivion's  veil  : 
Confefs'd,  thro'  every  cloud,  thy  deeds  to  Ihine, 
And  own'd  the  virtues  of  Compaffion  thine  ! 
Saw  mild  Benevolence  her  wand  dilclofe. 
And  touch  thy  heart  at  every  lufFerer's  woes  : 
Saw  meek-ey'd  Charity  thy  Heps  attend. 
And  guide  thy  hand  the  wretched  to  befriend  : 
Go,  afk  the  breaft  that  teems  with  mournful  fighs. 
Who  wip'd  the  forrows  from  Aifliftion's  eyes  : 
Go,  alk  the  wretch,  in  want  and  ficknefs  laid, 
Whofe  goodnefs  brighten'd  once  Misfortune's  fhade. 

O  !  fnatch  me  hence  to  lone  fequelter'd  fcenes. 
To  arghing  grottos  and  embowering  greens  I 
Where  fcarce  a  ray  can  pierce  the  dufky  Ihade, 
Where  fcarce  a  footllep  marks  the  dewy  glade  ; 

Where 
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Where  pale-hu'd  Grief  her  fecret  dwelling  keeps  j 
Where  the  chill  blood  with  lazy  horror  creeps  : 
^yhere  awful  Silence  fpreads  her  noifelefs  wing  ; 
And  Sorrow's  harp  may  tune  the  difmal  firing. — — 
Or  rather  lead  my  fleps  to  diHant  plains. 
Where  clofing  earth  enfolds  her  laft  remains  ; 
What  time  the  moon  difplays  her  filver  beam. 
And  groves  and  floods  reflect  the  milder  gleam  : 
When  Contemplation  broods  with  thought  profound. 
And  fairy  vifions  haunt  the  fylvan  ground. 

Lo  1  Fancy  now,  on  airy  pinions  fpread, 
'With  fcenes  ideal  hovers  o'er  my  head. 
I  fee  1  I  fee  !  more  pleafing  themes  arife  : 
What  myflic  fliadows  flit  before  my  eyes ! 
Imagination  paints  the  facred  grove. 
The  place  devote  to  poefy  and  love. 
Here  grateful  poets  hail  the  actors'  name, 
And  pay  the  rightful  tribute  to  their  fame  : 
Around  their  tomb  in  generous  forrow  mourn. 
And  twine  the  laurels  o'er  the  favour'd  urn. 

Methinks  I  view  the  laft  fepulchral  frame. 
That  bears  infcrib'd  her  much-lamented  name. 
See  !  to  my  view  the  Drama's  fons  difplay'd  : 
What  laurel'd  phantoms  crowd  the  awful  fliade  ! 
Firft  of  the  choir  immortal  Shakfpeare  ftands, 
Whofe  fearching  eye  all  Nature's  fcene  commands : 
Bright  in  his  look  celeftial  fpirit  blooms. 
And  Genius  o'er  him  waves  his  eagle  plumes ! 

Next 
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Next  tender  Southern,  fkili'd  the  foul  to  move  ; 
And  gentle  Rowe,  who  tunes  the  breaft  to  love. 
The  witty  Congreve  near  with  fpiightly  mien  ; 
And  eafy  Farquhar  with  his  lighter  fcene. 
A  numerous  train  of  bards  the  ihrine  furround. 
In  tragic  ftrains  and, comic  lore  renown'd. 

See  !  on  the  tomb  yon  penfive  form  appear. 
Heave  the  full  figh,  and  drop  the  frequent  tear  : 
The  garments  loofe  her  throbbing  bofom  fhow  ; 
Difpers'd  in  air  her  carelefs  treiTes  flow  : 
Round  her  pale  brows  a  myrtle  wreath  is  fpread, 
A  gloomy  cyprefs  nods  above  her  head. 
See  !  while  her  hand  a  folemn  lyre  fuftains. 
Her  trembling  fingers  wake  the  languid  flrnins : 
Soft  to  the  touch  the  vocal  firings  reply. 
And  tune  the  notes  to  anfvver  every  figh. 
She,  (child  of  Grief!)  at  human  mifery  weeps  ; 
At  every  death  her  difmal  vigil  keeps. 
But  chief  fhe  mourns,  when  Fate's  relentlefs  doom 
Gives  Wit  and  Beauty  victims  to  the  tomb. 
Her  lays  their  merits  and  their  lofs  proclaim, 
(A  mournful  talk  !)  and  Flegy  her  name  ! 
Now  bending  o'er  the  pile  Ihe  vents  her  moan. 
And  pours  thefe  forrows  o'er  the  fenfelefs  ftone. 

Ah  !  loft,  for  ever  loft  !  the  breath  that  warm'd. 
The  wit  that  ravifh'd,  and  the  mien  that  charm'd  ! 
Here  fleeps  beneath,  the  faireft  of  the  fair. 
The  Graces'  darling,  and  the  Mufes'  care  ! 

Who 
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Who  once  could  fix  a  thoufan.l  gazers  eyes. 

Now  cold  and  lifclers  unregarded  lies  ! 

Who  once  the  foul  in  bonds  of  love  detain'd. 

Now  lies,  alas  !   in  flronger  bonds  reilrain'd. 

Pale  Death  has  rifled  all  her  pleafing  ftore. 

And  Nature  loaths  a  form  fo  lov'd  before! 

Is  there  a  fair  whofe  features  point  the  dart. 

Charm  the  fix'J  eye,  and  fifcinate  the  heart? 

Behold  what  fcon  difaims  the  childilh  fting, 

And  plucks  the  wanton  plume  from  Cupid's  wing  ! 

Then  boafl  no  longer  Wit's  fallacious  llore  : 

The  fweets  of  fprightly  Converfe  boaft  no  more  : 

Thofe  lips  fo  fram'd  to  each  perfuafive  art. 

No  more  (hall  touch  the  ear,  and  win  the  heart ! 

Let  Beauty  here  her  tranfient  blefling  weigh. 

Let  humbled  Wit  her  pitying  tribute  pay  : 

Let  Female  Grace  vouchfafe  the  kindly  tear  : 

Wit,  Grace,  and  Beauty,  once  were  center'd  here  ! 

Ye  facred  Bards,  who  tun'd  the  Drama's  lays. 

Here  pay  your  incenfe  of  diftinguilh'd  praife  ! 

She  gave  your  fcenes  with  every  grace  to  fhine  : 

She  gave  new  feeling  to  the  nervous  line  ; 

Her  beauties  well  fapply'd  each  tragic  lore. 

And  fliew'd  thofe  charms  your  Mufe  but  feign'd  before  ! 

Here  round  her  fhrine  your  votive  wreaths  bellow. 

Around  her  fhrine  eternal  greens  Hull  grow. 

The  lill'ning  grqves  fliall  learn  her  name  to  fing. 

And  zephyrs  waft  it  pn  their  downy  wing  ; 

Till 
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Till  every  fhade  thefe  doleful  founds  return. 
And  every  gale  in  fallen  dirges  mourn  ! 

The  mourner  ends  with  flghs ;  her  hand  fiie  rears. 
And  with  her  vefture  dries  the  gufliing  tears. 
Behold  each  Bard  the  foft  contagion  feels ; 
From  every  eye  the  trickling  forrow  Heals. 
See  !  Nature's  fon  lament  her  haplefs  doom. 
See  !  Shakfpeare  bending  o'er  his  favourite's  tomb. 
Each  (hadowy  form  declines  his  awful  head. 
And  fcatters  rofes  on  the  funeral  bed. 
In  flow  procefTion  round  the  fhrine  they  move. 
And  chant  her  praifes  thro'  the  tuneful  grove. 

Farewel  the  glory  of  a  wondering  age. 
The  fecond  Oldfield  of  a  finking  ftage  ! 
Farewel  the  boafl  and  envy  of  thy  kind, 
A  female  foftnefs,  and  a  manly  mind  ! 
Long  as  the  Mufes  can  record  thy  praife. 
Thy  fame  fhall  lad  to  far  fucceeding  days : 
While  wit  furvives,  thy  name  fhall  ever  bloom. 
And  wreaths  unfading  flourifli  round  thy  tomb  ! 

While  thus  I  tune  the  plaintive  notes  in  vain. 
For  her,  whofe  worth  demands  a  nobler  flrain  ; 
X.O !  to  my  thought  fome  warning  Genius  cries  : 
Attempt  not,  fwain,  beyond  thy  flight  to  rife. 
Shall  thy  weak  Ikill  attempt  to  raife  our  woes. 
Or  paint  a  lofs  that  every  bofom  knows  ? 
'Tis  not  thy  lays  can  teach  us  tears  to  fhed  ; 
What  eye  refrains  ! — for  Wellington  is  dead  ! 

SPRING. 
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SPRING.       A     PASTORAL     BALLAD. 

BY     MR.      T  H  O.     B  R  E  R  E  W  O  0  D. 

WHEN  approach'd  by  the  fair  dewy  fingers  of  Spring, 
Swelling  buds  open  firft,  and  look  gay. 
When  the  birds  on  the  boughs  by  their  mates  fit  and  fing. 
And  are  danc'd  by  the  breeze  on  each  fpray  : 

When  gently  defcending,  the  rain  in  foft  fliowers. 

With  its  moillure  refrefhes  the  ground. 
And  the  drops,  as  they  hang  on  the  plants  and  the  flowers. 

Like  rich  gems  beam  a  luftrc  around  : 

When  the  wood-pigeons  fit  on  the  branches  and  Cooe, 
And  the  cuckow  proclaims  with  his  voice. 

That  Nature  marks  this  for  the  feafon  to  wooe. 
And  for  all  that  can  love  to  rejoice : 

In  a  cottage  at  night  may  I  fpend  all  my  time. 

In  the  fields  and  the  meadows  all  day. 
With  a  maiden  whofe  charms  are  as  yet  in  their  prime. 

Young  as  April,  and  blooming  as  May  : 

When 
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When  the  lark  with  (hrill  notes  iings  aloft  in  the  morn. 

May  my  fairefl  and  I  fweetly  wake. 
View  the  far  dillant  hills,  which  the  fun-beams  adorn. 

Then  arife,  and  our  cottage  forfake. 

When  the  fun  fhines  Co  warm,  that  my  charmer  and  I 

"  May  recline  on  the  turf  without  fear. 
Let  us  there  all  vain  thoughts  and  ambition  defy. 
While  we  breathe  the  firll  fweets  of  the  year. 

Be  this  fpot  on  a  hill,  and  a  fpring  from  its  fide 

Bubble  out  and  tranfparently  flow. 
Creep  gently  along  in  meanders,  and  glide 

Thro'  the  vale  ftrow'd  with  daifies  below. 

While  the  bee  flies  from  bloflbm  to  bloflbm  and  fips. 

And  the  violets  their  fweetnefs  impart. 
Let  me  hang  on  her  neck,  and  fo  taite  from  her  lips 

The  rich  cordial  that  thrills  to  the  heart. 

While  the  dove  fits  lamenting  the  lofs  of  its  mate. 
Which  the  fowler  has  caught  in  his  fnares. 

May  we  think  ourfelves  bleft  that  it  is  not  our  fate 
To  endure  fuch  an  abfence  as  theirs. 

May  I  liften  to  all  her  foft,  tender,  fweet  notes 
When  flie  fings,  and  no  founds  interfere. 

But  the  warbling  of  birds,  which  in  ftretching  their  throats 
Are  at  ftrife  to  be  louder  than  her. 

WKen 
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When  the  daifies,  and  cowflips,  and  primrofes  blow. 

And  chequer  the  meads,  and  the  lawns. 
May  we  fee  bounding  there  the  fvvift  light-footed  doe. 

And  purfue  with  our  eye  the  young  fawns. 

When  the  lapwings  juflfledg'd  o'er  the  turf  take  their  run. 

And  the  firfilings  are  all  at  their  play. 
And  the  harmlefs  young  lambs  fkip  about  in  the  fun. 

Let  us  then  be  as  frolic  as  they. 

When  I  talk  of  my  love,  fhould  I  chance  to  efpy 

That  fhe  feems  to  miftruft  what  I  fay. 
By  a  tear  that  is  ready  to  fall  from  her  eye. 

With  my  lips  let  me  wipe  it  away. 

If  we  fit,  or  we  walk,  may  I  caft  round  my  eyes. 

And  let  no  fingle  beauty  efcape. 
But  fee  none  to  create  fo  much  love,  and  furprize. 

As  her  eyes,  and  her  face,  and  her  fhapc. 

Thus  each  day  let  us  pafs,  till  the  buds  turn  to  leaves. 

And  the  meadow;  around  us -are  mown. 
When  the  lafs  on  the  fweet-fnielling  haycock  receives 

What  (he  afterwards  blulhes  to  own. 

When  evenings  grow  cool,  and  the  flowers  hang  their  heads 
With  the  dew,  then  no  longer  we'll  roam. 

With  my  arm  round  her  waift,  in  a  path  thro'  the  meads. 
Let  us  haften  to  find  our  way  home. 

7  When 
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When  the  birds  are  at  rooft,  with  their  heads  in  their  wings. 

Each  one  by  the  fide  of  its  mate  ; 
When  a  mill  that  arifes  a  drowfinefs  brings 

Upon  all  but  the  owl  and  the  bat : 

When  foft  reft  is  requir'd,  and  the  ftars  lend  their  light. 

And  all  Nature  lies  quiet  and  ftill ; 
When  no  found  breaks  the  facred  repofe  of  the  night. 

But,  at  diftance,  the  clack  of  a  mill : 

With  peace  for  our  pillow,  and  free  from  all  noife. 

So  that  voices  in  whifpers  are  known, 
Let  us  give  and  receive  all  the  namelefs  foft  joys. 

That  are  mus'd  on  by  lovers  alone. 


SUMMER. 

BV     TfiE     SAME. 

WHERE  the  light  cannot  pierce,  in  a  grove  of  tall 
trees. 
With  my  fair  one  as  blooming  as  May, 
Undifturb'd  by  all  found,  but  the  fighs  of  the  breeze. 
Let  me  pafs  the  hot  noon  of  the  day, 
Voi.  IL  H  Whca 
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When  the  fun  lefs  intenfe  to  the  weftward  inclines. 
For  the  m  'Widows  the  groves  we'll  forfake. 

And  fee  the  r^ys  dance,  as  inverted  he  Ihines, 
On  the  face  of  fome  river  or  lake. 

Where  my  faireft  and  I,  on  its  verge  as  we  pafs. 

For  'tis  fhe  that  muft  {till  be  my  theme. 
Our  two  fhadows  may  view  on  the  watery  glafs. 

While  the  fifh.are  at  play  in  the  ftream. 

May  the  herds  ceafe  to  lowe,  and  the  lambkins  to  bleat. 
When  fhe  fings  me  fome  amorous  ftrain  ; 

All  be.filent  and  huftit,  unlefs  Echo  repeat 
The  kind  words,  and  fwect  founds  back  again. 

And  when  we  return  to  our  cottage  at  night. 

Hand  in  hand  as  we  fauntering  ftray. 
Let  the  moon's  filver  beams  thro'  the  leaves  give  us  light, 

Juft  direft  us,  and  chequer  our  way. 

Let  the  Nightingale  warble  its  notes  in  our  walk. 

As  thus  gently  and  flowly  vVe  move  ; 
And  let  no  fingle  thought  be  exprefs'd  in  our  talk. 

But  of  friendfhip  improv'd  into  love. 

Thus  enchanted  each  day  with  thefe  rural  delights. 

And  fecure  from  Ambition's  alarms. 
Soft  love  and  repofe  (hall  divide  all  our  nights. 

And  each  morning  Ihall  rife  with  new  charms. 

AUTUMN". 
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BY     THE     SAME. 


THO'  the  feafons  muft  alter,  ah  !  yet  let  me  find. 
What  all  muft  confefs  to  be  rare, 
A  female  ftill  chearful,  and  faithful  and  kind. 
The  bleflings  of  Autumn  to  fhare. 

Let  one  fide  of  our  cottage,  a  flouriftiing  vine 
Overfpread  with  its  branches,  and  fhade ; 

Whofe  clutters  appear  more  tranfparent  and  fine. 
As  its  leaves  are  beginning  to  fade. 

When  the  fruit  makes  the  branches  bend  down  with  It* 
load. 

In  our  orchard  furrounded  with  pales  j 
in  a  bed  of  clean  ftraw  let  our  apples  be  Ilow'd, 

For  a  tart  that  in  Winter  regales. 

When  the  vapours  that  rife  from  the  earth  In  the  mom 
Seem  to  hang  on  its  furface  like  fmoak. 

Till  difpers'd  by  the  fun  that  gilds  over  the  corn. 
Within  doors  let  us  prattle  and  joke. 

H2  But 
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But  when  we  fee  clear  all  the  hues  of  the  leaves. 

And  at  work  in  the  fields  are  all  hands. 
Some  in  reaping  the  wheat,  others  binding  the  (heavw. 

Let  us  carelefsly  ftroU  o'er  the  lands. 

How  pleafing  the  fight  of  the  toiling  they  make. 

To  colleft  what  kind  Nature  has  fent  ! 
Heaven  grant  we  may  not  of  their  labour  partake ; 

But,  oh!  give  us  their  happy  content. 

And  fometimes  on  a  bank,  under  Ihade,  by  a  brook. 

Let  us  filently  fit  at  our  eafe. 
And  there  gaze  on  the  ftream,  till  the  fifh  on  the  hook 

Struggles  hard  to  procure  its  releafe. 

And  now  when  the  hufbandman  fings  harveil-home^ 

And  the  corn's  all  got  into  the  houfe  ; 
When  the  long  wifli'd-for  time  of  their  meeting  is  come. 

To  frolic,  and  feaft,  and  caroufe  ; 

When  the  leaves  from  the  trees  are  begun  to  be  Ihed, 

And  are  leaving  the  branches  all  bare. 
Either  ftrew'd  at  the  roots,  Ihrivel'd,  wither'd,  and  dead. 

Or  elfe  blown  to  and  fro  in  the  air  ; 

When  the  ways  arc  fo  miry  that  bogs  they  might  feem. 

And  the  axle-tree's  ready  to  break. 
While  the  waggoner  whiftles  in  flopping  his  team. 

And  then  claps  the  poor  jades  on  the  neck  ; 

In 
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In  tli^  morning  let's  follow  the  cry  of  the  hounds. 

Or  the  fearful  young  covey  befet  ; 
Which  tho'  fkulking  if!  ftubble/and  weeds  on  the  grounds. 

Are  becoming  a  prey  to  the  net. 

Let's  enjoy  all  the  pleafure  retirement  affords. 

Still  amus'd  with  thefe  innocent  fports. 
Nor  once  envy  the  pomp  of  fine  ladies  and  lords. 

With  their  grand  entertainments  in  courts. 

In  the  evening  when  lovers  are  leaning  on  ftiles. 

Deep  engag'd  in  fome  amorous  chat. 
And  'tis  very  well  known  by  his  grin  and  her  fmiles. 

What  they  both  have  a  mind  to  be  at : 

To  our  dwelling,  tho'  homely,  well-pleas'd  to  repair. 

Let  our  mutual  endearments  revive. 
And  let  no  fingle  adlion  or  look  but  declare. 

How  contented  and  happy  we  live. 

Should  ideas  arife  that  may  ruffle  the  foul. 

Let  foft  mufic  the  phantoms  remove. 
For  'tis  harmony  only  has  force  to  controul. 

And  unite  all  the  paffions  in  love. 

With  her  eyes  but  half  open,  her  cap  all  awry. 

When  the  lafs  is  preparing  for  bed. 
And  the  fleepy  dull  clown,  who  fits  nodding  juft  by. 

Sometimes  roufes  and  fcratches  his  headj 

H3  la 
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In  the  night  when  'tis  cloudy,  and  rainy,  and  dark^ 

And  the  labourers  fnore  as  they  lie. 
Not  a  noife  to  diflurb  us,  unlefs  a  dog  bark 

In  the  farm,  or  the  village  hard  by  ; 

At  the  time  of  fweet  reft,  and  of  quiet  like' this. 
Ere  our  eyes  are  clos'd  up  in  their  lids. 

Let  us  welcome  the  feafon,  and  tafte  of  that  blifs. 
Which  the  fun-ihine  and  daylight  forbids. 


WINTER. 


BYTHESAME. 

WHEN  the  trees  are  all  bare,  not  a  leaf  to  befeen^ 
And  the  meadows  their  beauty  have  loft;,    -. 
When  Nature's  difrob'd  of  her  mantle  of  green. 
And  the  ftreams  are  faft  bound  with  the  froft : 

While  the  peafant  inaftive  ftands  fhivering  with  cold. 

As  bleak  the  winds  northerly  blow. 
And  the  innocent  flocks  run  for  warmth  to  the  fold. 

With  their  fleeces  befprinkled  with  fnow  ; 

In 
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In  the  yard,  when  the  cattle  are  fodder'd  with  ftraw. 
And  they  fend  forth  their  breath  like  a  Iteam  ; 

And  the  neat-looking  dairy-maid  fees  fhe  mull  thaw 
Flakes  of  ice  that  Ihe  finds  in  the  cream  : 

When  the  fweet  country  maiden,  as  fre/h  as  a  rofe. 

As  fhe  carelefsly  trips  often  Aides, 
And  the  ruftics  laugh  loud,  if  by  falling  fhe  fhews 

All  the  charms  that  her  modefty  hides  :  , 

When  the  lads  and  the  lafTes,  for  company  join'd. 
In  a  croud  round  the  embers  are  met; 

Talk  of  fairies,  and  witches,  that  ride  on  the  wind. 
And  of  ghofts,  till  they're  all  in  a  fweat : 

Heaven  grant  in  this  feafon  it  may  be  my  lot. 
With  the  nymph  whom  I  love  and  admire  ; 

While  the  icicles  hang  from  the  eaves  of  my  cot, 
I  may  thither  in  fafety  retire. 

Where  in  neatnefs  and  quiet — and  free  from  furprize. 
We  may  live,  and  no  hardfhips  endure  j 

Nor  feel  any  turbulent  palfions  arife. 
But  fuch  as  each  other  may  cure. 


H4  THE 
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THE    CURE    OF    SAUL. 

A       SACRED       ODE. 
]?Y       DR.      BROWN". 


V 


'ENGEANCE,  arife  from  thy  infernal  bed; 
And  pour  thy  tempeft  on  his  guilty  h^ad!'^ 
Thus  heaven's  decree,  in  thunder's  founds 
Shook  the  dark  abyfs  profound.—— 
The  unchaip'd  Furies  come  ! 
T*ale  Melancholy  ftalks  from  hell  : 
Th'  abortive  offspring  of  her  womb, 
Defpair  and  Anguifli,  round  her  yell. 
By  ileeplefs  terror  Saul  poflefs'd. 
Deep  feels  the  fiend  within  his  tortur'd  breaft. 
Midnight  fpeftres  round  him  howl ; 
Before  his  eyes 
In  troops  they  rife  ; 
And  feas  of  horror  overwhelm  his  foul. 

Halle  !  to  Jeflc's  fon  repair  ; 

He  beft  can  fweep  the  lyre. 
Wake  the  folemn-founding  air. 

And  lead  the  vocal  choir  : 

»  See  DodHej'j  CoJleftion,  vol.  iiii  p.  295. 

,    On 
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On  ivery  ftring  foft  breathing  raptures  dwell. 
To  footh  the  throbbings  of  the  troubled  breall  ; 
Whofe  magic  voice  can  bid  the  tides  of  paffion  fwell. 
Or  lull  the  raging  ftorm  to  reft. 

Sunk  on  his  couch,  and  loathing  day. 

The  heaven-forfaken  monarch  lay  : 
To  the  fad  couch  the  fhepherd  now  drew  near. 

And,  while  th'  obedient  choir  flood  round, 
|*repar'd  to  catch  the  foul-commanding  founds 
•He  dropt  a  generous  tear. 

Thy  pitying  aid,  O  God,  impart ! 

For  lo,  thy  poifon'd  arrows  drink  his  heart ! 

The  mighty  fong  from  chaos  rofe.— 
Around  his  throne  the  formlefs  atoms  fleep. 
And  drowzy  darknefs  broods  upon  the  deep.— 
Confufion,  wake  ! 
Bid  the  realms  of  Chaos  fhake  ! 
Roufe  him  from  his  dread  repofe  ! 
Hark  !  loud  Difcord  breaks  her  chain  : 
The  hoftile  atoms  clafh  with  deaf 'ning  roar  : 
Her  hoarfe  voice  thunders  thro'  the  drear  domain  j 
And  kindles  every  element  to  war.-— 
**  Tumult  ceafe  ! 
*'  Sink  to  peace  ! 
"  Let  there  be  light  !"— th'  Almighty  faid  : 
And  lo,  the  radiant  Sun, 
Flaming  from  his  orient  bed. 
His  endlefs  courfe  begun. 

See, 
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See,  the  twinkling  Pleiads  rife  : 
Thy  ftar,  Orion,  reddens  in  the  ikies  : 

While  flow  around  the  northern  plain, 
Ar<^urus  wheels  his  nightly  wain. 

Thy  glories,  too,  refulgent  moon,  he  fung'; 
Thy  myftic  mazes,  and  thy  chaugeful  ray  ; 

O  faireft  of  the  Harry  throng  ! 

Thy  folemn  orb  of  light 

Guides  the  triumphant  car  of  Niglit 
O'er  filver  clouds,  and  Iheds  a  fofter  day  1 

Ye  planets,  and  each  circling  conftellation. 
In  fongs  harmonious  tell  your  generation  I  • 
Oh,  while  yon  radiant  Seraph  turns  the  /pheres. 
And  on  the  ftedfaft  pole-flar  Hands  fublime  ; 

Wheel  your  rounds 

To  heavenly  founds ; 
And  footh  his  fong-enchanted  ears 

With  your  celeftial  chime. 

In  dumb  furprize  the  lift'ning 'monarch  lay; 
(His  woe  fufpended  by  fweet  Mufic's  fway  ;) 
And  awe-ftruck,  with  uplifted  eye 
Mus'd  on  the  new-born  wonders  of  the  Iky. 

Lead  the  foothing  verfe  along  : 
He  feels,  he  feels  the  power  of  fong — 
Ocean  hallens  to  his  bed  : 
Tiie  lab'ring  mountain  rears  his  rock-encumber'd  head  : 

Down 
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Down  his  fteep  and  fhaggy  fide 

The  torrent  rolls  his  thundering  tide  ; 
Then  fmooth  and  clear,  along  the  fertile  plain 
Winds  his  majeftic  vvaters  to  the  diftant  main. 

Flocks  and  herds  the  hills  adorn  : 

The  lark,  high-foaring,  hails  the  morn. 
And  while  along  yon  crimfon-clouded  rteep 
The  flow  fun  fteals  into  the  golden  deep. 

Hark  !  the  folemn  Nightingale 

Warbles  to  the  woodland  dale. 
See,  defcending  angels  fhower 

Heaven's  own  blifs  on  Eden's  bower  : 

Peace  on  Nature's  lap  repofes  ; 

Pleafure  ftrews  her  guiltlefs  rofes  : 

Joys  divine  in  circles  move, 

Link'd  with  Innocence  and  Love. 
Hail,  happy  Love,  with  Innocence  combin'd  ! 
All  hail,  ye  finlefs  parents  of  mankind  ! 

They  paus'd  : — the  monarch,  proftrate  on  his  bed, 

Submiffive,  bow'd  his  head  : 

Ador'd  the  works  of  boundlefs  power  divine  : 
Then,  anguifh-ftruck,  he  cry'd  (and  fmote  his  breafl,) 

Why,  why  is  peace  the  welcome  gueft 

Of  every  heart  but  mine  ! 

Now  let  the  folemn  numbers  flow, 
'Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe. 

Heavenly 
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Heavenly  harps,  In  mournful  ftrain 

O'er  yon  weeping  bower  complain  : 

What  founds  of  bitter  pangs  I  hear  ! 

What  lamentations  wound  mine  ear  ! 
In  vain,  devoted  pair,  thefe  tears  ye  ftied  ; 

Peace  with  Innocence  is  fled. 

The  meflengers  of  Grace  depart  : 

Death  glares,  and  (hakes  the  dreadful  dart ! 
Ah,  whither  fly  ye,  by  yourfelves  abhorr'd. 
To  fhun  that  frowning  Cherub's  fiery  fword  !— 

Lo! 

Haplefs,  haplefs  pair. 

Goaded  by  defpair. 

Forlorn,  thro'  defart  climes  they  go  ! 
Wake,  my  lyre  !  can  Pity  fleep. 
When  heaven  is  mov'd,  and  angels  weep ! 

Flow,  ye  melting  numbers,  flow  ; 

Till  he  feel  that  guilt  is  woe. — 

The  king,  with  pride,  and  fliame,  and  anguifli  torn. 

Shot  fury  from  his  eyes,  and  fcorn. 

The  glowing  youth. 

Bold  in  truth, 
(So  ilill  fhould  Virtue  guilty  power  engage) 

With  brew  undaunted  met  his  rase. 
See,  his  cheek  kindles  into  generous  fire  : 

Stern,  he  bends  him  o'er  his  lyre ; 

And,  while  the  doom  of  guilt  he  fings. 

Shakes  horror  from  the  tortur'd  Itrings. 

What 
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What  founds  of  terror  and  diftrefs 
Rend  yon  howling  wildernefs  ! 

The  dreadful  thunders  found  ; 
The  forked  lightnings  flafli  along  the  ground. 

Why  yawns  that  deep'ning  gulph  below  ?— 

'Tis  for  heaven's  rebellious  foe  : — 

Fly,  ye  fons  of  Ifrael,  fly. 

Who  dwells  in  Korah's  guilty  tents  mull  die  ! 

They  fink  ! — Have  mercy.  Lord  ! — Their  cries 

In  dreadful  tumult  rife  ! 
Hark,  from  the  deep  their  loud  laments  I  hear ! 
They  lefTen  now,  and  leflen  on  the  ear  ! 

Now,  deftruflion's  ftrife  is  o'er  ! 

The  countlefs  hoft 

For  ever  loft  ! 
The  gulph  is  cios'd ! — Their  cries  are  heard  no  more  !— 

But  oh,  my  lyre,  what  accents  can  relate 

Sinful  man's  appointed  fate  ! 

He  comesj  he  comes  !  th'  avenging  God ! 
Clouds  and  darknefs  round  him  roll  : 
Tremble,  earth  !  Ye  mountains,  nod  ! 
He  bows  the  fkies,  and  fliakes  the  pole. 

The  gloomy  banners  of  his  wrath  unfuri'd. 

He  calls  the  floods,  to  drown  a  guilty  world  : 
"  Ruin,  lift  thy  baleful  head  j 
"  Rouze  the  guilty  world  from  deep  : 
"  Lead  up  thy  billows  from  their  cavern'd  bed, 
'♦  And  burftthe  rocks  that  chain  thee  in  the  deep."— 

Now, 
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Now,  th'  impetuous  torrents  rife  j 

The  hoarfe-afcending  deluge  roars  : 

Down  ruffr  the  catarafls  from  the  fkies ; 

The  fwelling  waves  o'erwhelm  the  fhores. 
Jult,  O  God,  is  thy  decree  ! 
Shall  guilty  man  contend  with  thee  ! 

IvO,  Hate  and  Envy,  fea-entomb'd. 

And  Rage  with  Lull  in  ruin  fleep  ; 

And  fcoffing  Luxury  is  doom'd 
To  glut  the  vaft  and  ravenous  deep  !  — 
In  vain  from  Fate  th'  altonifn'd  remnant  flies  :— * 

"   Shrink,  ye  rocks  !   Ye  oceans,  rife  !" — 
The  tottering  cliffs  no  more  the  floods  controul  | 

Sea  following  fea  ingulphs  the  ball  : 
O'er  the  funk  hills  the  watry  mountains  roll. 

And  wide  Deftrudion  f»^allowR  all  : 
Now  fiercer  let  th'  empaflion'd  numbers  glow  t 

Swell  the  fong,  ye  mighty  choir  ! 

Wing  your  dreadful  darts  with  fire  ! 

Hear  me,  monarch  !— Guilt  is  woe  ! 

Thus  while  the  frowning  fliepherd  pour'd  along 
The  deep  impetuous  torrent  of  his  fong  ; 

Saul,  Hung  by  dire  defpair, 

Gnafli'd  his  teeth,  and  tore  his  hair  : 

From  his  blood,  by  horror  chill'd, 
A  cold  and  agonizing  fweat  diftill'd  : 
Then,  foaming  with  unutterable  fmart. 

He  aim'd  a  dagger  at  his  heart. 

His  watchful  train  prevent  the  blow ; 
And  call  each  lenieiu  balm  to  footh  his  frantic  woe  ; 

3  But 
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But  pleas'd,  the  fhepherd  now  beheld 
His  pride  by  heaven's  own  terrors  quell'd  ; 
Then  bade  his  potent  lyre  controul 
The  mighty  ftorm  that  rent  his  foul. 

Qeafe  your  cares :  the  body's  pain 

A  fweet  relief  may  find  : 
But  gums  and  lenient  balms  are  vain. 

To  heal  the  wounded  mind. 

Come,  fair  Repentance,  from  the  fkies, 

O  fainted  maid,  with  upcaft  eyes  ! 

Defcend,  in  thy  celeftial  fhroud. 

Veiled  in  a  weeping  cloud  ! 

Holy  guide,  defcend,  and  bring 

Mercy  from  th'  Eternal  King ! 

To  his  foul  your  beams  impart. 

And  whifper  comfort  to  his  heart  !— 

They  come  :  O  King,  thine  ear  Incline  ! 
Llften  to  their  voice  divine  : 
Their  voice  fliall  every  pang  compofe. 
To  gentle  forrow  footh  thy  v/oes  ; 
Till  each  pure  wilh  to  heaven  Ihall  foar. 
And  Peace  return,  to  part  no  more  ! 

Behold,  obedient  to  their  great  command. 
The  lifted  dagger  quits  his  trembling  hand  : 
Smooth'd  is  his  brow,  where  fuUen  Care 
And  furrow'd  Horror  couch'd  with  fell  Defpair  j 

No 
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No  more  his  eyes  with  fury  glow  ; 
But  heavenly  grief  fucceeds  to  hell-born  woet— » 
See,  the  figns  of  grace  appear  : 
See  the  foft  relenting  tear. 
Trickling  at  fweet  Mercy's  call ! 
Catch  it,  angels,  ere  it  fall ! 
And  let  the  heart-fent  offering  rife. 
Heaven's  beil-accepted.  facriiicel  — 

Yet,  yet  again  ?— Ah  fee,  the  pang  returns  ! 
Again  v/ith  inward  fire  his  heaving  bofom  burns ! 
Now,  fhepherd,  wake  a  mightier  ftrain ; 
Search  the  deep,  heart-rending  pain  j 
Till  the  large  fioods  of  forrow  roll. 
And  quench  the  tortures  of  his  foul. 
Almighty  Lord,  accept  his  pang  fincere  I 
Let  heavenly  hope  difpel  each  dark  temptation  L 
And,  while  he  pours  the  penitential  tear, 
O  vifit  him  with  thy  falvation.— - 

Stoop  from  heaven,  ye  raptur'd  throng  ; 

Sink,  ye  fwelling  tides  of-fong  ! 
For  lo  !  diflblv'd  by  Mufic's  melting  power, 
Celeftial  Sorrow  rolls  her  plenteous  fhower. 
O'er  his  wan  cheek  the  colours  rife  ; 
And  beams  of  comfort  brighten  in  his  eyes, 

Happy  king,  thy  woes  are  o'er  ! 

Thy  God  fhall  wound  thy  foul  no  more : 

The  pitying  Father  of  mankind 

Me«<s  the  pure-returning  mind. 


No 
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No  more  fhall  black  Defpair  afflia  his  foul  : 
Each  gentler  fouhd,  ye  ihepherds,  now  combine  ; 

Sweetly  let  the  numbers  roll  : 

Sooth  him  into  hope  divine. 
Now  iowly  let  the  ruftic  meafure  glide. 
To  quell  the  dark  remains  of  felf-confuming  Pride  5 
Till  Nature's  home-fprung  bleffings  he  confefs. 

And  own  that  calm  content  is  happinefs. - 

Ye  woods  and  lakes,  ye  cliffs  and  mountains ! 
Haunted  grots,  and  living  fountains ! 

Liften  to  your  fhepherd's  lay, 

Whofe  artlefs  carols  clofe  the  day. 

Bounding  kids  around  him  throng  • 

The  lleep  rock  echoes  back  his  fong  t. 

While  all  unfeen  to  mortal  eye. 

Sliding  down  the  evening  flcy. 

Holy  Peace,  thb'  born  above. 

Daughter  of  Innocence  and  Love, 

Quits  her  throne  and  manfion  bright; 

Her  crown  of  ftars,  and  robe  of  light. 

Serene,  in  gentle  fmiles  array'd. 

To  dwell  beneath  his  palfti-tree  fhade. 

Hail,  meek  angel  I  awful  gueft! 

Still  pour  thy  radiance  o'er  my  breaft  \ 

Pride  and  Hate  in  courts  may  ihine : 

The  Ihepherd's  calm  and  blamelefs  tent  is  thine  I— 

Softly,  foftly  ^eathe  your  numbers ; 
And  wrap  his  weary'd  foulln  flumbers  I 
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Gentle  Sleep,  becalm  his  breaff-. 

And  clofe  his  eyes  in  healing  reft  ! 
Defcend,  celeftial  vifions,  ye  who  wait, 
God's  miniftring  powers,  at  heaven's  eternal  gate  E 

Ye,  who  nightly  vigils  keep. 

And  rule  the  filent  realms  o-f  Sleep, 

Exalt  thejull  to  joys  refin'd. 

And  plunge  in  woe  the  guilty  mind  ; 

Defcend  I — Oh,  waft  him  to  the  fkies. 

And  open,  all  heaven's  glories  to  his  eyes  f 
Beyond  yon  ftarry  roof,  by  feraphs  trod. 

Where  Light's  unclouded  fountains  blaze  j 

Where  choirs  immortal  hymn  their  God^ 
Intranc'd  in  extafy  of  ceafelefs  praife. 

Angels,  heal  his  anguifh  ! 

Your  harps  and  voices  join  ! 

His  grief  to  blifs  fhall  languifli. 

When  footh'd  by  founds  divine. 

Behold,  with  dawning  joy  each  feature  glows  f 

See,  the  blifsful  tear  o'erflows  1 
The  fiend  is  fled  !' — Let  mufic's' rapture  rife:         , 
Nov,  Harmony,  thy  every  nerve  employ  :  ' 

Shake  the  dome,  and  pierce  the  Ikies  ; 

Wake  him,  wake  him  into  joy.— 

What  power  can  every  Paffion's  throne  controul  f 
What  power  can  boaft  the  charm  divine. 
To  ftill  the  tempeft  of  the  foul  ? 

Celeftial  Harmony,  that  mighty  charm  is  thine ! 

10  She^ 
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She,  heavenly-born,  came  down  to  vifit  eanh. 

When  from  God's  eternal  throne 
The  beam  of  all-creative  Wifdom  {hone. 

And  fpake  fair  Order  into  birth. 
At  Wifdom's  call  (he  rob'd  yon  glittering  fkies, 
Attun'd  the  fpheres,  and  taught  confenting  orbs  to  rif«. 

Angels  wrapt  in  wonder  flood. 
And  faw  that  all  was  fair,  and  all  was  good. 

'Twas  then,  ye  fons  of  God,  in  bright  array 

Ye  fhouted  o'er  Creation's  day  : 

Then  kindling  into  joy. 

The  morning  ftars  together  fung  ; 

And  thro'  the  vaft  ethereal  Iky 

Seraphic  hymns  and  loud  hofannahs  rung. 

AN  INSCRIPTION    WRITTEN  AT  A  FAVOUR. 
ITE  RETIREMENT  IN  MAY  MDCCL VIIL  ' 

BY    THE     SAME. 

'HAT  tho'  nor  glittering  turret  rife. 
Nor  Splendor  gild  thefe  mild  retreats  ; 
Yet  Nature  here,  in  modelt  guife, 
Difplays  her  unambitious  fweets : 

^  2  Along 
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Along  each  gentle  fwelling  lawn 

She  Ilrays,  with  ruftic  garlands  crown'd  j 

And  wakes  the  flowers  at  early  dawn. 
To  fling  their  bofom'd  fragrance  round. 

Here  teach  thy  votary,  blamelefs  guide. 
To  trace  thy  ftcp  ferene  and  free  ; 

To  fliun  the  toilfome  heights  of  Pride, 
ThrOtigh  thefe  calm  fcenes  to  follow  thcc. 

His  fllent  walk  do  thou  adorn. 

O'er  thefe  green  Hopes,  from  tumult  far  ; 
Whether  he  greet  the  blufhing  morn. 

Or  welcome  up  yon  evening  ftar  : 

Intent,  while  through  thefe  tufted  bowers 
Thy  generous  whifpers  charm  his  ear. 

To  hail  from  heaven  thy  kindred  powers. 
And  meet  fair  Peace  and  Freedom  here. 

Yet  prompt  to  flay  his  country's  fall. 

The  ftormy  city's  war  he'll  join. 
When  thou,  and  Truth,  and  Freedom  call  : 

For  Freedom's  voice,  and  Truth's,  are  thine. 


AN 
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AN         ELEGY 

WRITTEN     AMONQ     THE    RUINS    OF    AN    ABBEY, 
BY    MR.    JERNINGHAM. 

'HERE  fighs  the  zephyr  to  yon  lonely  tree, 
A  folemn  grove  its  leafy  mantle  fpread  ; 
Where  bend  yon  mouldering  turrets  o'er  the  fea, 
A  venerable  dome  once  rear'd  its  head*- 

The  folemn  grove,  the  venerable  dome. 
Were  erft  frequented  by  a  numerous  train, 

Ev'n  chafte  as  they  who  Dian's  mountain  roam. 
But  not  fubjefted  to  her  gentle  reign  : 

Far  other  Goddefs  did  this  train  obey. 

Far  other  temples,  other  altars  rais'd. 
Far  other  meaning  breath'd  their  choral  lay. 

Far  other  incenfe  on  their  altars  blaz'd  : 

Veil'd  Superftition  wak'd  her  magic  found. 
Bad  Albion's  fons  forfake  the  fplendid  court, 

Forfake  Amufement's  variegated  round. 
And  to  ker  fable  ftandard  here  refort : 

1 3     .  Alas! 


(     ii8     ) 

Alas !  obfequious  to  her  ftern  command, 
A  fullen-penfive  brotherhood  they  came, 

Refus'd  to  trace  the  paths  by  Nature  plann'd. 
And  raz'd  from  Glory's  page  their  ancient  name. 

Nor  thefe  alone  were  found  incloifter'd  here. 
Here  alfo  dwelt  the  fimple-minded  fwain. 

Who,  wrapt  in  floth,  dream'd  out  the  lazy  year^ 
While  Induftry  fat  weeping  on  the  plain  I 

The  many  temples  rifing  fair  to  view. 

Which  towering  Superftition  cali'd  her  own. 

With  hand  unerring  radiant  Truth  a'erthrew. 

And  fnatch'd  th'  impoftor  from  her  tinfel'd  throne. 

On  yon  duft-level'd  fpire  the  crafty  maid. 
With  indignation  brooding  in  her  breaft. 

Sits  gloomily — ^Her  votaries  all  are  fled. 

Her  lamps  extinguifh'd,  and  her  rites  fupprefs'd  ; 

Within  her  hand  a  vacant  ftring-  (he  holds. 
That  once  connedted  many  a  hallow'd  bead  ; 

The  blotted  fcroll  the  other  hand  unfolds, 
Contain'd  the  maxims  of  her  flighted  creed. 

Couch'd  at  her  feet,  behold  a  mouldering  flarine, 

(Of  various  relics  once  the  dread  abode) 
Where  runs  the  fpider  o'er  his  treacherous  line, 
'  Where  lurks  the  beetle,  and  the  loathfome  toad. 

On 
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On  Darknefs'  wing  now  fails  the  midnight  hour. 
When  for  the  grateful  found  of  choral  prayer. 

The  flirieking  owl  from  yon  difpa^-ted  tower. 
With  notes  of  horror  wakes  her  trembling  ean 

Of  human  grandeiir  mark  the  fleeting  day. 

How  frail  each  purpofe,  and  each  wifh  how  vainl 

The  ftrong-built  domes,  the  cloifler'd  fanes  decay. 
And  ruin  hovers  round  the  defert  fcene. 

The  path  that  le^ds  to  yonder  Ihatter'd  pile 
Is  now  perplex'd  with  many  a  fordid  brier  ; 

No  crowd  is  feen  within  the  facred  ifle. 

The  Sabbath  mourns  its  long-deferted  choir. 

The  golden  crozier  blended  with  the  dull 
In  horrid  folds  the  ferpent  clafps  around  : 

The  powerful  image,  and  the  fainted  bull, 

Defam'd,  unhallow'd,  prefs  the  weedy  gxound. 

Not  diflant  far,  her  gold-encircled  tow«r 

Th'  inviolable  dame  jnajeftic  rear'd. 
On  whofe  dread  altar  breath'd  fome  hidden  power. 

By  Terror  guaided,  and  by  kings  rever'd  : 

To  which  afylum  ev'n  th'  aflaflin  came, 

(His  hand  audacious  ftill  embrn'd  with  gore) 

The  boon  of  full  impunity  to  claim. 
While  feeble  Juftice  wept  her  ba^ed  lor^. 

1 4  So 
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So  Truth  at  once  diffbfv'd  ^  mental  chain. 
And  banifh'd  Error  from  th'  enlighten'd  (horej 

So  clos'd  at  length  the  bufy-a£led  fcene. 

The  curtain  dropp'd,  and  Folly's  malk  was  o'er. 

The  gladfome  Ceres  rais'd  her  drooping  head, 
(While  yellow  harvefts  gilt  the  fmiling  plain) 

Behqld  a  youthful  band  around  her  fpread. 
With  fickles  arm'd  to  reap  the  bearded  grain. 

The  warrior  then  beneath  the  trailing  veft. 
The  peaceful  caflbck,  or  the  drowfy  cowl. 

No  longer  quench'd  the  flame  within  his  breaft. 
Or  luU'd  the  purpofe  of  his  daring  foul  ; 

But  rufh'd  undaunted  to  the  doubtful  war, 
Purfu'd  where  Glory  led  the  radiant  way. 

Till  Neptune  rifing  on  his  coral  car, 

Refign'd  his  watry  world  to  Britain's  fway. 

The  virgins  fair  by  venal  guardians  doom'd. 
By  error  prompted,  or  fubdu'd  by  force. 

No  more  in  cloifters  drear  their  days  confum'd. 
Like  flow'rets  ftrewM  around  the  fenfelefs  corfc. 

Triumphant  Hymen  hail'd  the  blifsful  hour. 
And  faw  a  white-rob'd  fecial  train  approach. 

For  whom  the  Pleafures  drefs'd  the  happy  bower, 
Aiyi  fcatier'd  rofes  o'er  the  deftin'd  coach. 

.     Still 


(  "I  ) 

Still  Other  bleffings  from  this  change  appear'd  j 

No  injur'd  family  did  then  behold 
On  loitering  monks  its  native  wealth  conferr'd. 

Nor  fpacious  altars  cover'd  with  its  gold. 

Full  many  trod  that  crooked  patl?  to  Fame, 
Yet  from  her  hand  receiv'd  no  lafting  meed  j 

She  from  her  annals  rends  their  fading  name. 
And  gives  to  Infamy  the  worthlefs  deed. 

But  Vengeance  fome  purfu'd  with  dire  difgrace, 

Purfu'd  beyond  the  circle  of  its  fphere. 
Even  t®  thecemetery's  dark  recefs. 

Nor  fpar'd  them  fleeping  on  the  peaceful  bier, 

Befide  the  fpreading  of  that  fombrous  yew. 

Where  yawns  with  hideous  chafm  the  vaulted  cave^ 

frefenting  to  the  fix'd  aftonifli'd  view 
The  profanation  of  a  rifled  grave  j 

The  large-endowing  Rufus  lay  inurn'd. 

With  many  a  fculptur'd  image  on  his  fhrine. 

That  fmit  with  forrow  o'er  his  afhes  mourn'd. 
The  Sifter- Graces,  and  the  tuneful  Nine. 

Imprinted  on  Tradition's  ftoried  leaf 

Is  found  (to  this  fepulchral  fpot  confin'd) 

jft.  terror-breathing  tale  that  wins  belief. 
And  oft  repeated  by  the  neighb'ring  hind! 

From 
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From  where  yon  mountain  Ihades  the  dreary  plain, 
Attradled  by  the  fcent  of  human  blood, 

A  troop  of  wolves  voracious  fcom-'d  amain. 
And  at  this  charnel-vault  requir'd  their  food  : 

When,  horrid  to  relate  !  they  burft  the  tomb. 
And  fwift  defcending  to  the  deepeft  fhade, 

Up-tore  the  fhrouded  tenant  from  its  womb. 
And  o'er  the  mangled  corfe  relentlefs  prey'd. 

The  paly  ftars  with  dim  reluftant  light. 
Like  tapers  glimmer'd  on  their  orgies  foul. 

While  gliding  fpeftres  fcream'd  with  wild  aiFright, 
Re-echo'd  loud  by  their  tremendous  howl  ! 

Ah  !  what  avail'd  the  folemn-moving  hearfe  ? 

The  fable  mantled  cars,  the  funeral  throng? 
Grav'd  on  his  monument  the  foothing  verfe  ? 

The  priefts,  the  torches,  and  the  choral  fong  ? 

Misjudging  wretch  !  while  thou  with  hand  profufc 
Thy  treafures  on  this  manfion  didll  entail. 

And  pour'd  down  riches  on  the  vow'd  reclufe. 
Thine  orphan  babes  partook  a  fcanty  meal : 

Thy  widow'd  fair,  her  cheek  bedew'd  with  tears. 
Approach'^  with  fuppliant  knee  the  cloifter-gate. 

There  oft  difclos'd  in  vain  her  poignant  cares. 
Returning  ftill  to  weep  her  haplei's  fate. 

AMABEL-LA. 
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AMABELLA^ 


WRITTEN   AT   THE    DESIRE   OF    MRS.  MONTAGU. 


BY    THE     SAME. 


HARMODIUS  breath'd  the  rural  a3r,  nor  found 
His  ruddy  health  with  length  of  years  decreafe , 
By  duty  prompted,  Amabella  crovvn'd 

His  filver  forehead  with  a  wreath  of  peace  : 

By  partial  nature  fram'd  In  beauty's  mould, 
Adorn'd  with  every  grace,  unfpoil'd  by  art. 

To  friendftiip's  circle  ftill  did  Ihe  unfold 
The  lovelier  beauties  of  a  feeling  heart. 


5^  The  fubje£l  of  this  poem  is  founded  on  a  circumftance  that 
happened  during  the  late  war. — A  young  lady,  not  meeting  with  the 
concurrence  of  her  relations  in  favour  of  an  officer  for  v^hom  ihe  ex- 
prcffed  her  regard,  was  prevailed  upon,  by  his  follcitations,  to  confent 
to  a  clandeftine  marriage ;  which  took  place  on  the  day  he  fat  out 
to  join  his  regiment  abroad,  where  he  was  unfortunately  killed  in  an 
engagement, 

Endear'd 


(      124      ) 

Endear'd  to  all  fhe  met,  each  welcome  day, 

By  fortune's  hand  with  various  bleffings  fraught : 

V/hen  lo  !  her  gaiety's  accullom'd  ray 

Was  (juench'd,  untimely,  with  the  gloom  of  thought. 

What  fix'd  the  bofom-thorn,  afflidlion  knows. 

Where  peace  fat  brooding  as  the  gentle  dove  : 
What  blafted  on  her  cheek  the  fummer  rofe. 

Or  flow  difeafe,  or  unfuccefsful  love, 

• 
Jlemain'd  unknown.— 'Twas  by  the  many  guefs'd. 

That  love  to  her  foft  vows  had  prov'd  unkind  ; 
Beyond  the  power  of  her  weak  frame  opprefs'd, 

Infanity  o'erthrew  her  lovely  mind. 

At  length  recovering,  yet  to  grief  devote. 

To  folitude  fhe  gave  th'  unfocial  day ; 
Like  a  pale  vot'ry  from  the  world  remote, 

Unchear'd,  unvifited  of  pleafure's  ray. 

Oft  did  Harmodius  (at  her  ftate  difmay'd) 

Solicit  from  his  child  her  fecret  pain  ; 
Her  vague  reply  ftill  from  his  queftion  ftray'd, 

And  each  repeated  effort  prov'd  in  vain. 

To  fpeed  the  moments  of  the  loitering  hour. 
And  by  their  plaintive  ftrains  perchance  allur'dj, 

Within  a  fpacious  myrtle-woven  bower. 
Two  turtlc-dovci  the  ^ enfive  fair  fccur'd. 
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*»  Ye  Httle  captives/'  would  flie  often  fay^ 
**  Tho'  here  fecluded  from  the  fields  of  air, 

**  Thro'  yonder  vernal  grove  forbid  to  ftray, 

*•  And  join  the  kindred  train  that  wanton  there; 

**  'Gainft  you  the  gunner  never  lifts  his  arm, 
**  Nor  o'er  this  manfion  does  the  falcon  fail ; 

*•  You  live  unconfcious  of  the  ftorm's  alarm, 
"  The  rain  impetiious,  and  the  beating  hail. 

*'  Nof  here,  by  kind  compaffion  unimprefs'd, 
"  The  fchool-boy  ever  rears  his  impious  hand, 

*•  To  fill  with  agony  the  feather'd  breaftj, 

**  And  raze  the  little  domes  that  love  had  plann'd.'^ 

Their  harmlefs  joys  difeafe  too  foon  eftac'd  ; 

One  fatal  morn,  her  Turturella's  mate 
She  found,  with  flagging  wing  fubdued,  opprefs'd. 

And  juft,  juft  finking  at  the  blow  of  fate  : 

While  down  her  check  compaffion's  (hower  diftijl'd. 
She  gently  rais'd  it  to  her  anxious  bread  ; 

But  death's  cold  blaft  life's  crimfon  current  chill'd. 
And  thus  the  fair  her  breathlefs  bird  addrefs'd  : 

**  Ill-fated  turtle,  round  whofe  peaceful  bower 
**  The  jocund  loves  fo  lately  wont  to  play  : 

"  How  funk,  alas !  in  youth's  exulting  hour, 
"  To  fdl  diftafe,  to  death  th'  untimely  prey  : 

"  How 
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"  How  filent  is  the  voice,  which,  void  of  art, 
**  Along  the  tender  day  was  heard  to  coo! 

*'  How  ftill,  how  frozen  is  the  conftant  heart, 
*'  Which  to  its  dear  companion  beat  fo  true  ! 

**  That  dear  companion,  that  now  widow'd  dove, 
**  To  fcreen  from  every  harm  be  mine  the  care  ; 

**  And,  while  Ihe  mourns  her  ne'er-reviving  love, 
**  Her  grief  to  me  the  mourner  will  endear  : 

"  Like  thee,  a  widow  too,  condemn'd  to  mourn  : 
*'  No  more  to  me  does  life  unfold  its  charms, 

**  Death,  death  forbids  him  ever  to  return  !" 
She  faid — and  funk  into  th'  attendant's  arms. 

Her  fwift  relapfing  to  her  former  ftate. 

With  boding  fears,  approach'd  the  ferving  train  : 

This  fcene's  dread  period  tremblingly  they  wait. 
Nor  were  their  boding  fears  indulg'd  in  vain  : 

Awakening  from  her  trance,  around  fhe  threw, 
Diftrefsful  fair,  her  much  diforder'd  eyes  ; 

And  wildering  faid — *•  repeat  that  kind  adieu  : 
"  Ah  no  1  from  love  to  war,  to  death  he  flies. 

*'  Did  ye  not  hear  the  clalh  of  hoftile  fpears  ? 

"  Ah  !  mark  ye  not  that  breaft-plate  ftain'd  with  gore  ? 
**  What  groan  was  that  which  pierc'd  thefe  fearful  ears  ? 

**  He  falls,  he  falls— my  warrior  is  no  more  : 

I  *'  Nor 
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"  Nor  was,  O  Heaven  !  his  Amabella  near 

**  To  footh  his  pain,  and  echo  figh  to  iigh, 
**  Drop  on  the  gaping  wound  a  balmy  tear, 
**  Kifs  his  cold  lip,  and  clofe  his  fading  eye." 

Of  her  diftrefs  th'  alarm'd  Harmodius  taught, 

With  trembling  Heps  approach'd  th'  unconfcious  fair: 

**  Give  me,"  he  cried,  with  grief  paternal  fraught, 
**  Give  me,  O  Amabel'  I  to  footh  thy  care ; 

*'  Say,  what  afflidlion  has  thy  foul  imprefl:  ? 

**  Reveal  what  ftorm  thy  bcfom'd  calmnefs  breaks  ;  • 
*'  Reveal — and  thus  relieve  this  anguifh'd  breaft  ; 

**  The  tender  father,  to  his  daughter  fpeaks."  ^ 


AMABELLA. 

**  Ah  !  what  avails  the  praife  the  brave  obtain ! 

*'  Thro'  his  white  bofom  rufli'd  the  hoftile  fteel  :    ■  • 
•*  'Twas  his  to  fwell  the  number  of  the  Uain, 

*'  And  mine  afHidlion's  keeneft  point  to  feel.'* 

HARMODIUS. 

*•  Her  roving  thought  no  trace  of  reafon  bears : 

*'  To  her  rack'd  mind,  O  Heaven  !  thy  peace  impart: 

*'  A  loving  parent  bathes  thy  cheek  with  tears  ;  > 

**  Harmodius  holds  thee  to  his  breaking  heart."  , 

A   M  A  B  E-'t.  L  A. 
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AXtABELLA. 

**  To  thee,  I  grateful  kneel,  O  generous  feer ! 

**  Who  doft,  to  one  unknown,  thy  care  extend  ! 
**  Along  thy  path  may  Peace  her  olives  rear, 

**  And  Heaven,  in  battle,  (hield  thy  dearell  friend  : 

**  For  me,  who  droop  beneath  misfortune's  fhowGr, 
•**  I  had  a  father, — now,  alas  !  a  foe, — 

**  Thou'lt  blufh  to  hear, — in  forrow*s  darkeft  hour, 
**  He  leaves  his  child  abandon'd  to  her  woe  j 

**  But  to  thy  heart,  that's  fram'd  of  fofter  mould, 
**  What  can  to  thee,  a  wretch  like  me  endear  ! 

**  The  fpring,  the  motive  of  thy  love  unfold : 
**  Say,  fay,  for  me  why  flows  that  friendly  tear  ! 

**  Yet  foft  awhile,— methinks  that  hoary  brow— 
"  That  plaintive  voice — Ah,  bear  with  my  diftrefs ! 

"  Or  much  remembrance  is  efFac'd,  or  now, 
•*  A  tender  father's  tear-dew'd  cheek  I  prefs.'* 

HARM  OD. I  us. 
**  On  knees  of  gratitude,  I  blefs  the  Ikies, 
"  That  Amabella  to  herfelf  reftore." 

A  M  A  B  E   L  L  A. 

'*  Ah,  wherefore  doft  thou  joy?  thy  daughter  dicj  : 
<♦  Support  me  to  yon  couch — I  caa  no  more  — 

a  J  feeh 
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*'  I  feel,  I  feel  the  pulfe  of  life  retire  ! 

•'  Ah,  deign  to  hear  thy  dying  child  reveal, 
**  What,  in  rebellion  to  thy  juft  defire, 

*'  Lock'd  in  her  bread,  fhe  dar'd  fo  long  conceal. 

*'  By  thee  unfandlion'd,  did  I  plight  my  love, 
*'  And,  all  to  thee  unknown,  a  bride  became.'* 

HARMODIUS. 

**  Harmodius  will  to  both  a  father  prove." 

AMABELLA. 

**  To  him  thy  pardon  thou  canft  ne'er  proclaim : 

'*  Three  fleeting  hours  had  fcarcely  call'd  me  bride, 
*'  When  he  was  fuxnmon'd  to  the  martial  plain  : 

•*  And  there, — forgive  thefe  tears, — in  beauty's  pride, 
**  The  much-lamented  valiant  youth  was  flain. 

**  What  tho'  unworthy  of  thy  care  I  prove, 
*'  To  thy  remembrance  let  thy  child  be  dear  5 

**  Thy  kind  compafllon  let  the  daughter  move, 

*•  When  this  weak  frame  Ihall  prefs  th'  untimely  bier," 

More  would  fhe  fay, — her  voice  began  to  fail. 
From  her  faint  eye  life's  lingering  fpark  retir'd. 

The  ripening  cherry  on  her  lip  grew  pale. 
She  heav'd  a  iigh,  and  in  that  figh  expir'd. 


Vol.  11.  K  IL 
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IL     LATTE:      AN      ELEGY. 


BY    THE     SAME. 


YE  fair,  for  whom  the  hands  of  Hymen  weave 
The  nuptial  wreath  to  deck  your  virgin  brow,- 
While  pleafir.g  pains  the  confcious  bofom  heave. 
And  on  the  kindling  cheeks  the  blufhes  glow  : 

Whofe  fpotlefs  foul  contains  the  better  dower, 
Whofe  life  unftain'd  full  many  virtues  vouch. 

For  whom  now  Venus  frames  the  fragrant  bower. 
And  fcatters  rofes  o'er  th'  expedting  couch  : 

To  you  I  fing. — Ah  !  ere  the  raptur'd  youth 
With  trembling  hand  removes  the  jealous  veil^ 

Where,  long  regardlefs  of  the  vows  of  truth, 
Unfocial  coynefs  ftamp'd  th'  ungrateful  feali 

Allow  the  Poet  round  your  flowing  hair, 

CuU'd  from  an  humble  vale,  a  wreath  to  twine. 

To  Beauty's  altar  with  the  Loves  repair. 
And  wake  the  lute  befide  that  living  Ihrine  : 

lo  That 
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That  facred  flirine  !  where  female  virtue  glow3> 
Where  ev'n  the  Graces  all  tJieir  treafures  bring. 

And  where  the  lily,  temper'd  with  the  rofe. 

Harmonious  contrail !  breathes  an  Eden  fpring : 

That  flirine  !  where  Nature  with  prefaging  aim. 
What  time. her  friendly  aid  Lucina  brings. 

The  fnowy  nedlar  pours,  delightful  llream  I 

Where  fluttering  Cupids  dip  their  purpled  wings  s 

For  you  who  bear  a  Mother's  facred  name, 
Whofe  cradled  offspring,  in  lamenting  ftrain. 

With  artlefs  eloquence  aflerts  his  claim. 
The  boon  of  Nature,  but  aflierts  in  vain. 

Say  why,  illuftrious  daughters  of  the  great. 
Lives  not  the  nurfling  at  your  tender  breall  ? 

By  you  proteded  in  his  frail  eflate  ? 
By  you  attended,  and  by  you  carefs'd  ? 

To  foreign  hands,  alas !  can  you  reflgn 

The  parent's  talk,  the  mother's  pleafing  care  ? 

To  foreign  hands  the  fmiling  babe  confign  ? 
While  Nature  Harts,  and  Hymen  flieds  a  tear. 

When,  mid'  the  pOlifli*d  cifck  ye  rejoice. 
Or  roving  join  fantaftic  Pleafure's  train. 

Unheard,  perchance,  the  nurfling  lifts  his  voice. 
His  tears  unnotic'd,  and  unfooth'd  his  pain. 

K2  Ah! 
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Ah  !  what  avails  the  coral  crown'd  with  gold  ? 

In  heedlefs  infancy  the  title  vain  ? 
The  colours  gay  the  purpled  fcarfs  unfold  ? 

The  fplendid  nurfery,  and  th'  attendant  train  ? 

Far  better  hadft  thou  flrft  beheld  the  light,  ' 
Beneath  the  rafter  of  fome  roof  obfcure  ! 

There  in  a  mother's  eye  to  read  delight. 
And  in  her  cradling  arm  repos'd  fecure. — 

No  wonder,  fhould  Hygeia,  blifsful  queen. 

Her  wonted  falutary  gifts  recall. 
While  haggard  Pain  applies  his  dagger  keen. 

And  o'er  the  cradle  Death  unfolds  his  pall. 

The  flow'ret  ravifli'd  from  its  native  air. 
And  bid  to  flourifli  in  a  foreign  vale. 

Does  it  not  oft  elude  the  planter's  care. 
And  breathe  its  dying  odours  on  the  gale  ? 

For  you,  ye  plighted  fair,  when  Hymen  crowns 
With  tender  offspring  your  unfliaken  love. 

Behold  them  not  with  rigour's  chilling  frowns. 
Nor  from  your  fight  unfeelingly  remove. 

Unfway'd  by  Fafliion's  dull  unfeemly  jeft. 
Still  to  the  bofom  let  your  infant  cling. 

There  banquet  oft,  an  ever-welcome  gueft, 
Unblam'd  inebriate  at  that  healthful  fpring. 


With 
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With  fond  folicitude  each  pain  afTuage, 
Explain  the  look,  awake  the  ready  Tmile^ 

Unfeign'd  attachment  fo  fhall  you  engage. 
To  crown  with  gratitude  maternal  toil : 

So  fhall  your  daughters  In  afflidlion's  day. 

When  o'er  your  form  the  gloom  of  age  fhall  fpread. 

With  lenient  converfe  chafe  the  hours  away. 
And  footh  with  duty's  hand  the  widow'd  bed: 

Approach,  compafSonate,  the  voice  of  Grief, 
And  whifper  patience  to  the  clofing  ear  : 

From  Comfort's  chalice  minifler  relief. 
And  in  the  potion  drop  a  filial  tear. 

So  fhall  your  fons,  when  beauty  is  no  more. 
When  fades  the  languid  luftre  in  your  eye, 

When  Flattery  fhuns  her  dulcet  notes  to  pour. 
The  want  of  beauty,  and  of  praife,  fupply. 

Ev'n  from  the  wreath  that  decks  the  warrior's  brow. 
Some  chofen  leaves  your  peaceful  walks  fhall  flrew. 

And  ev'n  the  flowers  on  clafTic  ground  that  blow. 
Shall  all  unfold  their  choiceft  fweecs  for  you. 

When  to  th'  embattled  hoft  the  trumpet  blows. 
While  at  the  call  fair  Albion's  gallant  train 

Dare  to  the  field  their  triple-number'd  foes. 

And  chafe  them  fpeeding  o'er  the  frjghten'd  plain  : 
K  3  The 


(     '34     ) 

The  mother  kindles  at  the  glorious  thought. 
And  to  her  fon's  renown  adjoins  her  name  | 

For,  at  the  nurturing  breaft,  the  hero  caught 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  love  of  fame. 

Or  in  the  fenate,  when  Britannia's  caufe 

With  generous  themes  infpires  the  glowing  mind. 

While  liftening  Freedom  grateful  looks  applaufe. 
Pale  Slavery  drops  her  chain,  and  fculks  behind  ; 

With  confcious  joy  the  tender  parent  fraught. 
Still  to  her  fon's  renown  adjoins  her  name  ; 

For,  at  the  nurturing  breaft,  the  patriot  caught; 
The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  love  of  fame. 


A  N 
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AN        ELEGY, 

•WRITTEN  AMONG  THE  TOMBS  IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBET- 


HAIL,  hallow'd  Fane !  amid  whofe  mould'ring  (brines. 
Her  vigils  mufing  Melancholy  keeps. 
Upon  her  arm  her  harrow'd  cheek  reclines. 
And  o'er  the  fpoils  of  human  grandeur  weeps. 

Hail,  aweful  edifice  1  thine  ifles  along. 
In  contemplation  wrapt,  O  let  me  ftray ;! 

And  Healing  from  the  idly  bufy  throng. 
Serenely  meditate  the  moral  lay. 

Far  hence  be  banifli'd  every  note  profane. 

Where  heav'n-infpir'd  Devotion  loves  to  ralfe 

Her  voice  feraphic  to  each  lofty  llrain, 
Attun'd  to  celebrate  Jehovah's  praife. 

Come,  heavenly  mufe,  awake  the  plaintive  firing. 
Each  vagrant  motion  of  the  mind  controul ; 

^xalt  my  fancy  on  thy  foaring  wing, 

Axid  with  thy  pathos  pure  poffefs  my  foul, 

K  4  What 
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What  pleafing  fadnefs  fills  my  thoughtful  breall. 
Whene'er  my  fteps  thefe  vaulted  manfions  trace  j 

Where  in  their  filent  tombs  for  ever  reft 
The  honour'd  afhes  of  the  Britifli  race  ! 

What  eye  can  read  without  a  ftarting  tear,  ' 
What  heart  refledl  without  a  penlive  figh. 

On  the  fame  llory,  every  marble  here 
Relates  of  wretched  man's  mortality  ? 

Here  terminate  Ambition's  airy  fchemes. 
The  fyren  Pleafure  here  allures  no  more  ; 

Here  grov'ling  Av'rice  drops  her  golden  dreams. 
And  Life's  fantaftic  trifles  all  are  o'er. 

No  furious  paffions  here  the  bofom  rend. 

Here  the  true  mourner's  poignant  forrows  ceafe  j 

Here  hopelefs  love  and  cruel  hatred  end. 
And  the  world-weary  trav'ler  refts  in  peace. 

Approach,  vain  child  of  fortune,  pow'r  and  fame. 
Here  learn  a  leflbn  from  each'fpeaking  buft  : 

JjO  !  on  each  tomb  engrav'd  the  empty  name 
Of  worldly  greatnefs  levell'd  in  the  duft  ! 

How  high  each  pers'nage  once,  how  honour'd  !  read ; 

How  low  !  how  little  now,  look  down  and  fee  ! 
Then  fcan  thyfelf — and  know  it  is  decreed. 

That  thou  as  little  and  as  low  Ihalt  be. 

Behold  ! 
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Behold  !  above  yon  monumental  piles. 
The  king  of  terrors  reigns  in  awful  flate ! 

And  from  his  throne  furveys  with  ghailly  fmiles 
His  triumphs  over  all  the  world  calls  great : 

Surveys  of  Britifh  chivalry  the  flow'r. 

Each  mighty  monarch,  and  each  champion  brave; 
Illuftrious  viilims  of  his  envious  pow'r. 

Sunk  in  the  duft,  and  crumbling  in  the  grave  : 

Surveys  the  wrecks  of  genius,  beauty,  birth, 

Whate'er  might  charm  the  eye,  or  win  the  heart  ; 

Diffblv'd  and  blended  with  the  common  earth. 
Or  feft'ring  recent  from  his  vengeful  dart. 

Ah  !  what  avails  all  fublunary  ftate  ! 

The  tranfient  pomp  and  pageant  of  a  day; 
Since  kings  and  peafants,  fellow  Haves  of  fate. 

When  the  dread  fummons  comes  muft  all  obey. 

y  Nor  Edward's  piety,  nor  Henry's  might,  , 

Could  ward  the  all-fubduing  conqu'ror's  blow; 

Brave  Henry  fell  in  the  unequal  fight. 

And  Edward's  pious  breaft  foon  ceas'd  to  glow. 

Nor  lifts  dull  Death  to  the  melodious  lyre. 
Nor  heeds  the  raptur'd  poet's  heavenly  fong  ; 

Quench'd  in  the  duft  is  Milton's  mufe  of  fire. 
And  mute  is  Dryden's  once  harmonious  tongue, 
y  Edward  VI.  and  Henry  V.  boih  burled  in  Weftminfter  Abbey. 

No^ 
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Nor  Attic  elegance,  nor  fprightly  ftrains. 
Could  e'er  the  tyrant's  lifted  jav'lin  ftay  ; 

Lo  1  here  repofe  chaile  Addifon's  remains. 
Here  jocund  Prior  fleeps,  and  here  lies  Gay. 

Jlere  too,  fvveet  Shakfpeare,  Fancy's  fav'rite  child, 
The  marble  emulates  thy  power  to  pleafe ; 

With  graceful  attitude,  and  afpeft  mild, 
ExprefSng  native  dignity  and  eafe. 

Kor  thy  unrivall'd  magic's  potent  charm. 

Nor  tender  ftories  of  ill-fated  love  ; 
Kor  fcenes  of  horror  could  his  rage  difarm. 

Or  the  infenfate  fpeftre's  pity  move. 

Where  were  ye,  Graces,  where,  ye  tuneful  Nine^ 
When  Shakfpeare's  adive  fpirit  foar'd  away  ? 

Where  were  ye.  Virtues,  when  the  fpark  divine 
Forfook  its  trembling  tenement  of  clay  ? 

Alas  !  around  his  couch  attendant  all. 

Ye  faw  the  flroke  the  ruthlefs  monfter  gave  ; 

Beheld  (fad  fcene  !)  your  darling  vot'ry  fall. 
And  wept  your  inability  to  fave. 

Vain  are  all  notes,  how  high  foe'er  they  rife. 
All  numbers  vain,  however  fmooth  they  flow  ; 

Beneath  this  letter'd  pavement  Cowley  lies. 
And  here  thy  reliques  reft,  pathetic  Rowe  ! 

Nor 
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Nor  fage  Philofophy,  that  fcans  the  fpheres. 
Nor  foft  Perfuafion's  foothing  art  avails  ; 

O'er  Newton's  tomb  Urania  pours  her  tears. 
And  her  lov'd  ^  Campbell  fad  Suadela  wails, 

Cropt  as  a  flow'r  in  blooming  beauty's  prime, 
Lo  !  noble  ^  Cart'ret's  urn  !  illuftrious  youth  ! 

From  age  to  age  the  hoary  herald  Time 
Proclaims  thy  genius,  innocence,  and  truth, 

Alas !  nor  genius,  innocence,  nor  truth. 
Can  in  the  bofom  ftay  the  fleeting  breath, 

Nor  all  the  winning  charms  of  blooming  youth 
Subdue  thy  flinty  heart,  obdurate  Death  1 

Ah  me  !  full  many  a  viftim  yet  unborn, 
Relentlefs  tyrant,  at  thy  feet  muft  fall. 

Before  the  dawning  of  that  joyful  morn 

When  thou  ftialt  yield,  and  "  God  be  All  in  All.'* 

Know,  then  fliall  come  the  period  of  thy  fway. 

And  this  reanimated  duft  fhall  rife 
To  hail  thy  vidlor  on  that  glorious  day. 

When  the  ftirill  trump  fliall  rend  the  vaulted  fkies. 


z  Duke  of  Argylc. 

a  The  monument  of  this  young  nobleman  is  diftinguifhed  by  a  fine 
figure  of  Time,  ftanding  on  an  altar,  with  a  fcroU  in  his  hand,  con- 
taining an  elegant  copy  of  fapphic  vcrfes,  well  known  and  greatly  ad- 
mired. 

Then 
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Then  from  the  yawning  grave  and  op'ning  tomb 
Shall  each  reviving  tenant  lift  his  head. 

And  this  time-honour'd  temple's  lab'ring  womb 
Refign  its  myriads  of  illuftrious  dead. 

Ev'n  now  methinks,  by  Faith's  pervading  eye, 
I  fee  his  banner  in  the  clouds  difplay'd. 

And  the  world's  Saviour  from  his  throne  on  high 
Defcend  in  robes  of  pureft  light  array'd. 

O  day  of  gladnefs  to  the  good  and  juft  ! 

When  they  fhall  tafte  the  wonders  of  his  love, 
And  fpringing  vig'rous  from  the  lowly  duft, 

Afcend  triumphant  to  the  realms  above. 

Then  fliall  the  fubftance  of  this  fabrick  fair, 
Thefe  trophied  pillars,  and  thefe  piles  decay. 

Mix  as  a  vapour  with  the  empty  air. 
Or  like  a  fleeting  vifion  fade  away. 

Then  (hall  the  breathing  buft,  the  fculptur'd  vafe. 
And  all  the  labours  of  the  artift's  hand, 

Diflblve  ;  and  virtue's  adamantine  bafe 
Alone  amid  the  wreck  of  matter  ftand. 

Yea,  tho'  creation  founder  in  the  ftorm. 
And  whelming  perifh  in  the  gen'ral  doom. 

Yet  fliall  celeftial  Virtue's  angel  form 
Survive  and  flourifh  in  immortal  bloom. 

Then 
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Then  fhall  the  brave  refolve,  the  gen'rous  deed. 
And  valiant  conflift  in  Religion's  caufe. 

Alone  be  crown'd  with  merit's  genuine  meed. 

And  meet  with  righteous  heav'n's  deferv'd  applaufe. 

O  !  be  It  then  our  wifdom  to  fecure 

Thofe  radiant  crowns  that  beam  for  ever  bright. 
Crowns  that  fhall  deck  the  merciful  and  pure. 

Amid  the  manfions  of  eternal  light ! 


THE 
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THE   TRANSFORMATION   OF   LYCON 

AND     EUPHORMIUS.' 

BY    WILLIAM     MELMOTH,    ESQ^ 

DEEM  not,  ye  plaintive  crew,  that  fufFer  wrong, 
Ne  thou,  O  man  !  who  deal'it  the  tort,  mifween 
The  equal  gods,  who  heaven's  flcy-manfions  throng, 
(Though  viewlefs  to  the  eyne  they  dillant  fheen) 
Spectators  recklefs  of  our  actions  been. 

Turning  the  volumes  of  grave  fages  old. 
Where  auncient  faws  in  fable  may  be  feen. 

This  truth  I  fond  in  paynim  tale  enroll'd  ; 
Which  for  enfample  drad  my  mufe  fhall  here  unfold. 

What  time  Arcadia's  flowret  vallies  fam'd, 

Pelafgus,  firft  of  monarchs  old,  obey'd. 
There  wonn'd  a  wight,  and  Lycon  was  he  nam'd^ 

Unaw'd  by  confcience,  of  no  gods  afraid, 

Ne  juftice  rul'd  his  heart,  ne  mercy  fway'd. 

Some  held  him  kin  to  that  abhorred  race. 
Which  heaven's  high  towers  with  mademprizeaflay'd  J 

And  fome  his  cruel  lynage  did  ytrace 
From  fell  Erynnis  join'd  in  Pluto's  dire  embrace. 

But 
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But  he,  perdy,  far  other  tale  did  feign. 

And  claim'd  alliaunce  with  the  Sillers  nine  ; 
And  deem'd  himfelf  (what  deems  not  pride  fo  vain  f  > 

The  peerlefs  paragon  of  wit  divine. 

Vaunting  that  every  foe  Ihould  rue  its  tine. 
Right  doughty  wight !  yet,  footh,  withouten  fmart. 

All  powerlefs  fell  the  lofel's  (hafts  malign  : 
Tis  Vertue's  arm  to  wield  Wit's  heavenly  dart. 
Point  its  keen  barb  with  force,  and  fend  it  to  the  heart. 

One  only  Impe  he  had,  Paftora  hight, 

Whofe  fweet  amenaunce  pleas'd  each  Ihepherd's  ey«  5 
Yet  pleas'd  (he  not  bafe  Lycon's  evil  fpright. 

Tho'  blame  in  her  not  Malice  moten  fpy. 

Clear,  without  fpot,  as  fummer's  cloudlefs  fky. 
Hence  poets  feign'd,  Lycean  Pan  array'd 

In  Lycon's  form,  enflam'd  with  paffion  high, 
Deceiv'd  her  mother  in  the  covert  glade, 
An4  from  the  ftoln  embrace  yfprong  the  heavenly  maid, 

Thus  fabling  they :  mean  while  the  damfel  fair 

A  fhepherd  youth  remark'd,  as  o'er  the  plain 
She  defHy  pac'd  along  fo  debonair, 

Seem'd  Ihe  as  one  of  Dian's  chofen  train. 

Full  many  a  fond  excufe  he  knew  to  feign. 
In  fweet  converfe  to  while  with  her  the  day,  ^ 

Till  love  unwares  his  heedlefs  heart  did  gain. 
Nor  dempt  he,  fimple  wight,  no  mortal  may 
The  blinded  god  once  harbour'd,  when  he  lift,  forefay. 

Now 
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Now  much  he  meditates  if  yet  to  fpeak. 

And  now  refolves  his  palTion  to  conceal  : 
But  {are,  quoth  he,  my  feely  heart  will  break. 

If  aye  I  fmother  what  I  aye  mull  feel. 

At  length  by  hope  embolden'd  to  reveal. 
The  labouring  fecret  dropped  from  his  tong. 

Whiles  frequent  fingults  check'd  his  faltring  tale. 
In  modeft  wife  her  head  Paftora  hong  : 
For  never  maid  more  chafte  infpired  fhepherd's  fong. 

What  needs  me  to  recount  in  long  detail 

The  tender  parley  which  thefe  lemans  held  : 

How  oft  he  vowed  his  love  her  ne'er  (hould  fail  ; 
How  of:  the  llream  from  forth  her  eyne  outwell'd. 
Doubting  if  conftancy  yet  ever  dwell'd 

In  heart  of  youthful  wight  :  fuffice  to  know. 
Each  riling  doubt  he  in  her  bofom  quell'd. 

So  parted  they,  more  blithfome  both,  I  trow  : 
For  rankling  love  conceal'd,  me  feems,  is  deadly  woe, 

Eftfoons  to  Lycon  fwift  the  youth  did  fare, 

(Lagg'd  ever  youth  when  Cupid  urg'd  his  way  ?) 
And  ftraight  his  gentle  purpofe  did  declare. 

And  footh  the  mount'naunce  of  his  herds  difplay. 
Ne  Lycon  meant  his  fuiten  to  forefay  : 
♦«  Be  thine  Paftora  (quoth  the  maflcer  fly) 

"And  twice  two  thoufand  ftieep  her  dower  fhall  pay.'* 
Beat  then  the  lover's  heart  with  joyaunce  high  ; 
Ne  dempt  that  aught  his  blifs  could  now  betray, 
Ne  guefs'd  that  foul  deceit  in  Lycon's  bofome  lay. 

So 
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So  forth  he  yode  to  feek  his  reverend  fire  : 

(The  good  Euphorraius  fliepherds  him  did  call) 
How  fweet  Paftora  did  his  bofome  fire. 

Her  worth,  her  promis'd  flocks,  he  tolden  all. 

*'  Ah  !  nerej  my  fon,  let  Lycon  thee  enthral!," 
(Reply'd  the  fage,  iu  wife  experience  old) 

"  Smooch  is  his  tongue,  but  full  of  guile  withal> 
*'  In  promife  faithlefs,  and  in  vaunting  bold  : 
*'  Ne  ever  lamb  of  his  will  bleat  within  thy  fold." 

With  words  prophetick  thus  Euphormius  fpake  : 
And  faft  confirm'd  what  wifdom  thus  foretold  : 

Full  many  a  mean  devife  did  Lycon  make. 
The  hoped  day  of  fpoufal  to  with-hold. 
Framing  new  trains  when  nought  mote  ferve  his  old. 

Nath'lefs  he  vow'd,  Cyllene,  cloud-topt  hill. 
Should  fooner  down  the  lowly  delve  be  roU'd, 

Than  he  his  plighted  promife  nould  fulfil  : 
But  when,  perdy,  or  where,  the  caitive  fayen  nill. 

Whiles  thus  the  tedious  funs  had  journey'd  round, 
Ne  ought  mote  now  the  lovers  hearts  divide, 

Ne  truft  was  there,  ne  truth  in  Lycon  found  ; 
The  maid,  with  matron  Juno  for  her  guide. 
The  youth  by  Concord  led,  in  fecret  hy'd 

To  Hymen's  facred  fa^e  :  the  honell  deed 

Each  god  approv'd,  and  clofe  the  bands  were  ty'd, 

Certes,  till  happier  moments  (hould  fucceed. 
No  prying  eyne  they  ween'd  their  emprize  mote  areed. 
Vol.  II.  L       '  Buc 
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Eut  prying  eyne  of  Lycon  'twas  in  vain 

(Right  pradick  in  difguife)  to  hope  beware; 

He  trac'd  their  covert  fteps  to  Hymen's  fane. 
And  joy'd  to  find  them  in  his  long-laid  fnare, 
Algates,  in  femblaunt  ire,  he  'gan  to  fvvear. 

And  roaren  loud  as  in  difpleafaunce  high" ; 
The-n  out  he  hurlen  forth  his  daughter  fair, 

Forelore,  the  houfelefs  child  of  Mifery, 
Expos'd  to  killing  cold,  and  pinching  penury. 

Ah  !  whither  now  (hall  fad  Paftora  wend. 

To  want  abandon'd,  and  by  wrongs  oppreft  ? 
Who  (hall  the  wretched  out-caft's  teen  befriend  ? 

Lives  mercy  then,  if  not  in  parent's  bread  ? 

Yes,  Mercy  lives,  the  gentle  goddefs  bleft. 
At  Jove's  right  hand,  to  Jove  for  ever  dear. 

Aye  at  his  feet  (he  pleads  the  caufe  diftreft. 
To  Sorrow's  plaints  (he  turns  his  equal  ear. 
And  wafts  to  heaven's  ftar-throne  fair  Vertue's  filent  tear. 

'Twas  SHE  that  bade  Euphormlus  quell  each  thought 
That  well  mote  rife  to  check  his  generous  aid. 

Tho  high  the  torts  which  Lycon  him  had  wrought, 
Tho  few  the  flocks  his  humble  paftures  fed. 
When  as  he  learn'd  Paftora's  haplefs  lied. 

His  breaft  humane  with  wonted  pity  flows. 
He  op'd  his  gates,  the  naked  exile  led 

Beneath  his  roof:  a  decent  drapet  throws 
O'er  her  cold  limbs,  and  fooths  her  undeferved  woes. 

Now 
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Now  loud.tongu'd  Rumor  bruited  round  the  tale  : 

Th'  aftonied  fwains  uneath  could  credence  give. 
That  in  Arcadia's  unambitious  vale 

A  faytor  falfe  as  Lycon  e'er  did  live. 

But  Jove  (who  in  high  heaven  does  mortals  prive. 
And  every  deed  in  golden  ballance  weighs) 

To  earth  his  flaming  charret  baden  drive. 

And  down  defcends,  enwrapt  in  peerlefs  blaze. 

To  deal  forth  guerdon  meet  to  good  and  evil  waysi 

Where  Eurymanthus,  crown'd  with  many  a  wood. 
His  filver  ftream  through  dafy'd  vales  does  lead, 

Stretch'd  on  the  flowery  marge,  in  recklefs  mood,- 
Proud  Lycon  fought  by  charm  of  jocund  reed 
To  lull  the  dire  remofe  of  tortious  deed. 

Him  Jove  accofts,  in  reverend  femblaunce  dight 
Of  good  Euphormius,  and  'gan  mild  areed 

Of  compaift  oft  confirm'd,  of  fay  yplight. 
Of  nature's  tender  tye,  of  facred  rule  of  right. 

With  lofty  eyne,  half  loth  to  look  fo  low. 

Him  Lycon  view'd,  and  with  fworn  furquedry 
'Gan  rudely  treat  his  facred  eld  :  When  now 

Forth  flood  the  God  confeft  that  rules  the  fky. 

In  fudden  fheen  of  drad  divinity  : 
"  And  know,  falfe  man,"  the  lord  of  thunders  faid, 

**  Not  unobferv'd  by  heaven's  all-perfent  eye 
*'  Thy  cruel  deeds  :  nor  Ihall  be  unappay'd  : 
•'  Go!  be  in  form  that  befl  befeems  thy  thews,  array'd." 

L  2  Whiles 
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Whiles  yet  he  fpake  th'  afFrayed  trembling  wight 
Tranfmew'd  to  blatant  beaft,  with  hideous  howl 

Rufh'd  headlong  forth,  in  well-deferved  plight, 
Mid'It  dragons,  minotaurs,  and  fiends  to  prowl, 
A  wolf  in  form,  as  erit  a  wolf  in  foul  !^ 

To  Pholoe,  forefl  wild,  he  hy'd  away. 

The  horrid  haunt  of  favage  monfters  foul. 

There  helplefs  innocence  is  ftill  his  prey. 
Thief  of  the  bleating  fold,  and  fhepherd's  dire  difmay. 

The  Jove  to  good  Euphormius'  cot  did  wend. 

Where  peaceful  dwelt  the  man  of  virtue  high. 
Each  (hepherd's  praife,  and  eke  each  (hepherd's  friend. 

In  every  adl  of  fvveet  humanity. 

Him  Jove  approaching  in  mild  majefty. 
Greeted  all  hail !  then  bade  him  join  the  throng 

Of  glit'rand  lights  that  gild  the  glowing  flcy. 
There  fliepherds  nightly  view  his  orb  yhong. 
Where  bright  he  fhines  eterne,  the  brighteft  liars  emong. 
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A  TALE. 

BY      THE       SAME. 

I    ■  RE  Saturn's  fons  were  y€t  <iifgrac'd, 
'     ■  And  heathen  gods  were  all  the  tafte. 

Full  oft  (we  read)  'twas  Jove's  high  will 

To  take  the  air  on  Ida's  hill. 

It  chanc'd,  as  once  with  ferious  ken 

He  view'd  from  thence  the  ways  of  men. 

He  faw  (and  pity  touch'd  his  breall) 

The  world  by  three  foul  fiends  poiTeft. 

Pale  Difcord  there,  and  Folly  vain. 

With  haggard  Vice,  upheld  their  reign. 

Then  forth  he  fent  his  fummons  high. 

And  call'd  a  f«nate  of  the  fky. 

Round  as  the  winged  orders  preft, 

Jove  thus  his  facred  mind  expreft  : 

••  Say,  which  of  all  this  fhining  train 

*'  Will  Virtue's  conflidl  hard  fullain  ? 

*'  For  fee  !  fhe  drooping  takes  her  flight, 

"  While  not  a  God  fupports  her  right." 

He  paus'd  -  when  h<)m  amidft  the  fky. 

Wit,  Innocence,  and  Harmony, 

L  3  With 
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With  one  united  zeal  arofe. 

The  triple  tyrants  to  oppofe. 

That  inftant  from  the  realms  of  day. 

With  generous  fpeed  they  took  their  way  j 

To  Britain's  ifle  dirett  their  car. 

And  enter'd  with  the  evening  flar. 

Befide  the  road  a  manfion  flood. 
Defended  by  a  circling  wood. 
Hither,  difguis'd,  their  fleps  they  bend,= 
In  hopes,  perchance,  to  find  a  friend. 
Nor  vain  their  hope  ;  for  records  fay. 
Worth  ne'er  from  thence  was  turn'd  away. 
They  urge  the  traveller's  common  chance. 
And  every  piteous  plea  advance  : 
The  artful  tale  that  Wit  had  feign'd. 
Admittance  eafy  foon  obtain'd. 

The  dame  who  own'd,  adorn'd  the  place: 
Three  blooming  daughters  added  grace. 
The  firil,  with  gentlefl  manners  blefl 
And  temper  fvveet,  each  heart  poflell  ; 
Who  view'd  her,  catch'd  the  tender  flame  i 
And  foft  Amafia  was  her  name. 
In  fprightly  fenfe  and  polifh'd  air. 
What  maid  with  Mira  might  compare  ? 
While  L'cia's  eyes,  and  Lucia's  lyre. 
Did  unrcfiiled  love  infpire. 

Imagine  now  the  table  clear. 
And  mirth  ir\  every  face  appear  : 

•  The 
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The  fong,  the  tale,  the  jeft  went  round. 
The  riddle  dark,  the  trick  profound. 
Thus  each  admiring  and  admir'd. 
The  hofts  and  guefts  at  length  retir'd  ; 
When  Wit  thus  fpake  her  fifler  train  : 
"  Faith,  friends,  our  errand  is  but  vain— 
"  Quick  let  us  meafure  back  the  fky ; 
*'  Thefe  nymphs  alone  may  well  fupply 
"  Wit,  Innocence,  and  Harmony.'* 


EPISTLE     TO     SAPPHO^ 

BY     THE     SAME. 

'HILE  yet  no  amorous  youths  around  thee  bow. 
Nor  flattering  verfe  conveys  the  faithlefs  vow  ; 
To  graver  notes  will  Sappho's  foul  attend. 
And  ere  fhe  hears  the  lover,  hear  the  friend  ? 

Let  maids  lefs  blefs'd  employ  their  meaner  arts 
To  reign  proud  tyrants  o'er  unnumber'd  hearts; 
May  Sappho  learn   (for  nobler  triumphs  born) 
Thofe  little  conquefts  of  her  fex  to  fcorn. 
To  form  thy  bofom  to  each  generous  deed  ; 
To  plant  thy  mind  with  every  ufeful  feed  ; 

k  A  young  lady  of  thirteen  years  of  age. 

L4  Be 
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Be  thefe  thy  arts :  nor  fpare  the  grateful  toll. 
Where  Nature's  hand  has  hlefs'd  the  happy  foil. 
So  (halt  thou  know,  with  pleafing  (kill,  to  blend 
The  lovely  millrcfs,  and  inlbuflive  friend  : 
So  flialt  thou  know,  when  unrelenting  Time 
Shall  fpoil  thofe  charms  yet  opening  to  their  prime. 
To  eafe  the  lofs  of  Beauty'^  tranfient  flower. 
While  reafon  keeps  what  rapture  gave  before. 
And  oh  !   while  Wit,  fair  dawning,  fpreads  its  ray, 
Serenely  rifing  to  a  glorious  day. 
To  hail  the  growing  luftre  oft  be  mine. 
Thou  early  favourite  of  the  facred  Nine  ! 

And  fhall  the  Mufe  with  blamelefs  boall  pretend. 
In  Youth's  gay  bloom  that  Sappho  call'd  me  friend  j 
That  urg'd  by  me  fhe  fliunn'd  the  dangerous  way. 
Where  heedlefs  maids  in  endlefs  error  llray  ; 
That  fcorning  foon  her  fex's  idler  art. 
Fair  Praife  infpir'd  and  Virtue  warm'd  her  heart  j 
That  fond  to  reach  the  diilant  paths  of  Fame, 
I  taught  her  infant  genius  where  to  aim  ? 
Thus  when  the  feather'd  choir  firii  tempt  the  fky. 
And  all  unfkill'd  their  feeble  pinions  try, 
Th'  cxperienc'd  fire  prefcribes  th'  adventurous  height. 
Guides  the  young  wing,  and  pleas'd  attends  the  flight. 


V  E  R  S.E  S 
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Verses  written  in  London  on  the 

APPROACH  OF  spring. 

EARLY  the  fun  his  radiant  axle  guides. 
Sloping  his  fteep  courfe  with  the  Pleiades  ; 
On  every  fragrant  briar  the  flowret  blooms. 
And  the  wild  woodlark  chaunts  his  early  fong 
In  heedlefs  carol,  to  the  fmiling  Hours, 
Young  Maia's  feftive  train  ;  their  wavy  dance 
She  jocund  leads,  and  from  her  horn  profufe 
Pours  rofes,  violets,  woodbines,  eglantine. 
Fair  Flora's  dower,  what  time  the  youthful  Spring 
Clafp'd  her  all-blufhing  in  a  fecret  bower  ; 
Thou  the  mild  offspring  of  their  warm  embrace. 
Oh  lovely  May,  and  thefe  thine  heritage. 
Which  bounteous  thou  with  an  unfparing  hand 
Scatterell  to  all,  tho'  chief  thou  lov'll  to  deck 
The  village  Phaebe's  brow,  and  fairer  far 
Is  thy  adorning,  than  the  funny  glow 
Of  eaftern  ruby,  ill  afforted  grace 
That  decks  not  but  deforms  the  faded  cheek 
Of  the  wan  courtier. — Far  more  raptur'd  greets 
Fancy's  fond  ear,  where'er  fhe  mufing  roves. 
Thy  minftrelfy  untutor'd,  than  the  trill 
And  languid  defgant  of  Italian  art. 

Yet 
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Yet  fings  the  woodlark,  and  the  hawthorn  blooms. 
Unheard  the  Tong,  the  fragrance  unperceiv'd 
By  me  ;  the'  not  among  the  fons  of  men 
There  lives,  who  liltens  with  more  raptur'd  ear. 
Or  feels  more  lively.  Nature's  varied  boon. 
For  tho'  confined  in  the  city  walls 
To  dwell  with  bufy  Care,  and  with  him  watch 
The  call  of  Intereft,  is  my  lot  afhx'd. 
Far  happier  fsems  to  me  the  peafant's  life. 
Who  treads  the  furrow  labouring,  yet  his  mind 
Vacant  of  thought  can  mufe  of  what  around 
Strikes  his  rapt  eye  with  beauty,  or  his  ear 
V/ith  pleafing  fong,  than  if  a  golden  mine 
Difclos'd  its  boundlefs  treafures,  but  condemn'd 
My  carking  thought,  to  watch  the  gilded  mifchief. 
And  cunningly  devife  t'  increafe  the  ftore. 
Bereav'd  of  every  pleafure  Nature  gives. 
Each  plain  but  heart-felt  rapture,  what  is  wealth  ? 
In  artful  mazes  we  but  toil  for  blifs  :  > 

True  Pleafure  dwells  not  in  the  arched  roof, 
She  fings  no  carol  to  the  midnight  ball  ; 
The  loaded  board  and  Bacchus'  flullering  draughts 
Jn  vain  are  tryed,  for  ah  (he  dwells  not  there  ! 
She  dwells  not  with  fuch  rude  ill-manner'd  mirth, 
But  feeks  v/ith  her  mild  filler  Chearfulnefs 
The  rufTct  plain  ;  there  prompts  the  virgin's  fong. 
Breathe-,  the  briflc  carol  from  the  cottage  reed. 
Strikes  the  quick  tabor  glad  with  echoing  pulfe. 

And 
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And  animates  the  village  holiday. 
Nor  then  alone,  but  when  his  honeft  labour 
Calls  the  good  Twain,  fhe  early  joins  his  ftep  ; 
For  the  mild  radiance  of  the  opening  dawn 
Gives  to  her  fight  the  wide- extended  view 
Of  hill  and  dale,  hoar  foreft,  flowering  heath. 
Rich  harveft,  verdant  meadow,  where  the  ftream 
Rolls  far  its  plenteous  wave,  and  all  around 
To  Pleafure's  ear  moil  grateful,  thoufand  birds. 
Lark,  linnet,  thrufli,  and  thou  of  all  the  grove 
The  fweeteft  fongfter,  witching  Philomel, 
Artrifing  to  hymn  out  thy  morning  fong. 

Thou  too  at  eve,  when  all  his  labour  o'er. 
He  at  the  furrow's  end  unyokes  the  fleer. 
And  feeks  with  weary  ftep  his  reft  at  home, 
Doft  with  thy  tranquil  warble  footh  his  foul ; 
Beft  prelude  to  the  peace  his  cottage  gives. 

There  at  the  door  his  numerous  off'spring  watch 
Their  fire's  return,  and  eager  run  to  tell 
The  tyding  of  his  coming,  while  his  dame 
Plies  her  glad  evening  care,  to  deck  the  board 
With  food  uncater'd  by  the  baleful  hand 
Of  Luxury,  and  fitteft  to  refrelh 
His  toil-worn  fpirit,  and  her  fniiling  welcome 
Gives  its  due  relifli  to  the  fimple  fare. 

What  are  to  diis  the  proud  luxurious  feafts. 
The  City's  boaft,  where  diftant  colonies 
Of  Eaft  and  Weftern  worlds  muft  be  explor'd 

To 


(     '56    ) 

To  ftrlke  the  fickly  palate's  feeble  fenfe 
With  faint  delight  ?  Oh  what  are  all  our  joys. 
E'en  thofe  of  monarchs,  to  the  thoufand  beauties 
That  Ikike  the  rapt  foul  of  the  rudell:  hind  ? 

Can  Art's  beft  mimicry  their  form  exprefs  ?' 
Can  rich  Loraine  mix  up  the  glowing  tint 
Bright  as  Aurora  ?   Can  he  form  a  fhade 
To  ilrike  the  fancy  with  a  gloom  fo  folemn 
As  every  thicket,  copfe,  or  facred  grove 
At  twilight  hour  affords  ?   Can  favage  Rofa 
With  aught  fo  wildly  noble  fill  the  mind. 
As  where  the  ancient  oak  in  the  wood's  depth 
Has  fhed  his  leafy  honours,  and  around 
The  woodman  with  fell  axe  has  lower'd  the  pride 
Of  many  a  tall  tree,  he  deferted  Hands 
A  barren  trunk,  while  rude  winds  howl  around. 
And  dreary  torrents  lafh  his  naked  limbs  ? 
Mean  time  the  rifting  thunder  dreadful  roars. 
The  livid  lightnings  flafh,  and  elements 
Conjoin'd  pour  out  their  wrath,  as  if  to  rend 
The  lone,  defencelefs,  aged,  feebl-e  oak. 
Such  fcenes  awake  Imagination's  powers 
To  facied  thought ;  fuch  Rofa  cannot  paint  : 
'TIS  his  alone  to  (how  the  fhatter'd  trunk  : 
The  wind's  keen  howl,  the  thunder's  awful  found. 
The  dreary  rain,  thefe  mock  the  pencil's  power. 

Can  nughc  of  artful  mufic  footh  the  foul 
To  fo  ferene  a  temper,  as  the  flight 

Of 
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Of  fongfters  In  the  grove  ?  or  can  thy  ftrain, 
(Tho'  there  Enchantment  ftrike  the  magic  chord) 
Oh  matchlefs  Purcell  !  v/ith  fo  wild  a  charm 
Tranfport  the  mind,  as  when  at  duflc  of  eve 
From  the  hoar  battlement  the  lone  owl's  cry 
Pierces  the  awful  filence,  and  the  fall'n 
And  time-worn  hollow  towers  convey  the  found 
To  the  near  wood,  where  in  the  devious  path 
Retired  Fancy  wanders,  on  her  ear 
The  faint  found  murmurs,  ftrait  the  dillant  low 
Of  unyok'd  heifer,  flrait  the  cuckovv's  note 
She  hears,  while  oft  the  roving  Zephyr's  tread 
^uftling  alarms  her,  and  the  meafur'd  flep 
Of  the  How  fleer,  who  bruilies  thro'  the  thicket 
To  feek  his  food,  beats  duly  regular. 
As  on  he  wapders,  thro'  the  opening  bower 
He  fees  the  pale  moon  rifing ;  clouds  on  clouds 
Pil'd  mountainous  awhile  obllrud  her  beam. 
Till  labouring  thence  (he  lifts  her  filver  brow. 
And  pours  her  full  ray  on  the  ivy'd  fteeple. 
And  hark  its  bell  now  tolls  the  minute  knell. 
And  thro'  the  churchway  path  the  furplic'd  priefl 
Walks  flowly  forward,  while  the  fnowy  pall 
Covering  the  relicks  of  fome  love-lorn  virgin, 
Pafies  with  awful  pace  along  the  glade. 

Wrapt  harmonift  !  what  tho'  thy  ftudied  chord 
Can  found  the  flow  knell,  echo  to  the  note 
The  lone  owl  utters,  breathe  the  heifer's  low. 
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And  mark  the  funeral  ftep  with  paufmg  cadence, 

And  mufic  cart  no  more,  where  is  the  tower 

O'er-hung  with  ivy,  feen  by  the  pale  moon, 

Whofe  faint  beam  glimmers  on  the  fnowy  pall  ? 

Where  are  the  rocky  clouds  from  whence  Ihe  breaks  ? 

Yet  do  not  thefe,  does  not  the  ruftling  breeze 

And  the  flow-treading  heifer  add  delight? 

Do  not  accordant  fenfes  join  to  fill 

The  mufing  mind  with  calm  and  holy  rapture  ? 

And  can  the  city  by  the  utmoft  force 

Of  mimic  art,  with  labour'd  imitation 

So  foothe  the  foul,  or  give  fuch  mild  delight  ? 

Ye  gay  and  fportive  votaries  of  Joy, 
Forgive  the  thoughtlefs  Mufe,  for  Ihe  has  led  me 
To  talk  of  pleafing  horror,  and  the  blifs 
Which  melancholy  gives  ;  ye  cannot  form 
Amid  the  circling  follies,  which  urge  on 
Your  laughing  hours,  perhaps  ye  cannot  form 
A  notion  of  thefe  joys,  and  with  a  taunt 
Of  high  contempt,  defpife  the  wild  enthufiafm. 
Yet  on  the  well-trod  llage  have  ye  not  feen 
Your  Rofcius  f  red  by  the  natural  bard. 
Immortal  Shakfpeare,  wander  the  bleak  heath 
A  poor  and  outcafl  king,  nor  blame  the  winds 
Whofe  keen  tooth  feiz'd  his  age,  nor  chide  the  elements 
For  their  unkindnefs,  while  the  rufiling  ftorm 
Tore  the  proud  garments  from  his  fhivering  trunk. 
And  the  fierce  lightnings  iir'd  his  maddening  brain  ? 

Have 
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Have  you  not  then  felt  horror  ?  Would  ye  not 

Change  your  rich  pomp  for  Edgar's  naked  hovel. 

And  be  the  poor  king's  hoft  ? — Have  ye  not  wifli'4 

To  range  with  Rofaline  the  forell  wild. 

Or  live  beneath  the  ftielter  of  fome  oak 

With  melancholy  Jaques  ?  Tell  me,  why  then 

Ye  look'd  on  wealth  and  greatnefs  with  a  fcorn  ? 

Why  but  becaufe  the  Mufe  with  native  ftrength 

Pour'd  truth  on  Fancy's  eye  ?  And  yet  the  Mufe 

Can  on]y  boaft  in  the  mofl  warm  defcription 

A  faint  refemblance,  nor  has  fhe  fuch  force 

To  ftrike  as  Nature  has.     Alas  !  her  voice 

But  wakes  remembrance  of  our  abfent  blifs ; 

And  when  Ihe  fings  of  incenfe-breathing  Spring, 

She  wafts  no  odours  to  the  longing  fenfe. 

But  only  prompts  our  figh,  that  we  mull  dwell 

Gonfin'd  in  the  full  city,  diftant  far 

From  every  fcene  of  rural  innocence, 

Whofe  woods,  whofe  Ihades,  whofe  ftorms,  or  funerals, 

Ev'n  raife  a  fenfe  of  pleafure.     What  can  then 

The  brighter  views,  what  can  the  happy  hour 

That  gives  the  blufhing  bride  to  the  true  arms 

Of  faithful  Damon  ?  Thenot  pleas'd  revives 

To  former  youth,  and  gayeil  of  the  day 

Provokes  the  village  mirth,  and  from  his  foul 

Enjoys  the  fpoufal  of  his  boy,  who  fcarce 

(O'ercome  with  rapture)  can  himfelf  conduit 

His  feilival ;  and  but  for  bufy  Thenot, 

lo  Each 
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Each  dud  rite  were  neglefted,  and  the  guclts 

Unbidden  by  the  tabor's  fprightly  found 

To  feek  the  green,  and  in  the  jocund  dance 

Each  maiden  with  her  youth  breathe  fport  and  joy. 

Save  the  ftill  happier  pair  :  their  greater  bljfs 

Fills  the  whole  breaft,  nor  leaves  a  vacant  place 

For  lighter  mirth.     Unnotic'd  fpeaks  the  pipe  ; 

They  hear  no  found  but  the  endearing  voice 

Of  mutual  love  :   they  do  not  mark  the  joy 

In  every  face  around  ;  for  their  attention, 

Fix'd  on  each  other,  watches  every  glance 

DifFufed  by  the  lovely  languid  eye. 

Well  may  all  elfe  be  unperceiv'd  ;  for  who 

Obfefves  bright  Hefper  dart  his  pointed  ray. 

When  riding  high  mild  Cynthia  pours  ferene 

Her  fteady  beam.     Oh  tell  me,  when  compar'd 

To  thefe  true  raptures,  what's  the  fhadowy  pomp 

And  artful  fplendour,  when  the  golden  (hackles 

Tetter  two  venal  fouls,  by  intereft  call'd 

To  proftitute  the  ever-hallow'd  rites 

Of  holy  Hymen  ? — On  the  village  plain 

Nought  joins  but  mutual  love  ;  no  fordid  motive 

Promotes  unnatural  union  :   but  the  flame 

That  iirfl:  united  glows  throughout  their  life 

A  fteady  fire,  whofe  unabating  light 

Gilds  Youth  with  rapture,  and  with  foflering  warmth 

Chears  dioo])ing  Age,  who  fmiling  fees  his  offspring 

Step  forth  to  claim  the  joys  he  celebrates 

With 
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With  annual  hofpitality,  what  time 
The  circling  year  brings  round  the  happy  day 
That  fhovver'd  down  bleffings  on  him,  when  it  gave 
To  his  fond  vow  the  willing  Sylvia's  charms. 
Then  blooming  young,  nOw  hoary,  but  her  heart 
Unchang'd  by  time ;  for  ftill  the  fame  defire 
To  add  to  every  joy,  or  fondly  foothe 
Each  woe  he  feels,  reigns  unabated  there. 
His  focial  roof  receives  each  welcome  gueft. 
His  open  heart  diffufes  round  his  pleafure. 
And  each  plain  neighbour  with  unfeigning  tongue 
Congratulates  his  blifs.     Who  would  not  leave 
For  thefe  fincere  delights,  the  pageant  pomp. 
The  rich  array,  the  courtly  formal  fpeech 
Unutter'd  by  the  heart,  the  birth-day  wiOi 
Of  venal  hirelings,  who  for  intereft  croud 
The  glittering  levee  f  Happier  (Reafon  deems 
Vievv'd  in  each  light)  the  fimple  village  life. 
Than  all  that  courtiers  wilh,  or  kings  bellow. 
Kings  cannot  give  a  boon  of  fo  rich  price 
As  are  thy  fmiles,  O  lovely  Health  !  and  thou. 
Shunning  the  tumult,  to  the  rural  greeri 
Retireft.     There,  not  built  by  mortal  hand. 
Stands  on  the  fouthern  flope  of  the  frefli  hill 
Thy  temple,  from  whofe  roof  the  eglantine 
And  vagrant  woodbine  hang  ;  and  at  the  porch 
Sits  thy  good  prieftefs  Eafe,  adminlft'ring 
To  Exercife  (who  up  the  gentle  flope 
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By  moderate  footing  moves)  the  holy  cup 
Of  Temperance,  nymph  of  the  chryftal  fprlng 
That  dwells  beneath  thy  altar ;  and  from  thence 
Warbling  with  gentle  lapfe  joins  the  full  ftream^ 
That  winding  wild  delays  its  filver  courfe    , 
In  the  rich  mead,  whofe  bank  the  peafant  oft 
Approaches  to  allay  his  thirft,  and  quaffs 
The  fimple  beverage  from  the  limpid  fount. 
Bright  virgin,  thee  of  all  the  Powers  who  range 
The  rural  plain,  I  woo  with  conftant  vow 
Moft  ardent  !  Deign  around  my  temples  bind 
Thy  fragrant  wreath,  and  deck  my  purple  cheek 
With  thy  rich  glow.     Then  undillurb'd  the  mind 
Mufing  purfues  its  holy  meditation. 
And  rapt  in  trance,  can  trace  a  thoufand  gifts 
Shower'd  by  the  gracious  hand  of  Nature's  King 
To  deck  the  various  field.     The  wondering  eye 
Roams  o'er  the  fair  creation  ;  then  to  heaven 
Unbidden  foars ;  for  the  full  foul  impreft 
With  holy  tranfport,  there  direfts  its  view 
From  whence  its  bleffings  flovv,  and  the  rapt  voice 
Accordant  hymns  the  grateful  fong  of  praife. 
The  rapid  gufts  of  paffion,  which  or  pride. 
Or  folly,  or  the  thoufand  varying  forms 
Of  covirtly  afl'cdatlon  ever  raife. 
Here  all  fubfidc,  and  the  compofed  breaft 
Expands  with  love,  and  to  its  utmolt  power 
l>ift'ufes  blefllngs  to  mankind,  nor  fears 

Ingratitude 
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ingratitude  fhoiild  check,  or  pride  fhould  fpura 
The  offer'd  bounties  of  the  generous  heart. 

Blefs'd  be  the  day,  and  doubly  blefs'd  the  hoUr> 
When  my  Fidele  with  unfeigned  vow 
Gave  her  fond  hand,  and  ovvn'd  her  conftant  love  ; 
Tho'  fince  that  hour  already  thrice  the  fun  . 
From  every  fign  has  feen  our  growing  blifs  ; 
And  tho'  thy  fmile  of  unafFefted  love 
Adds  joy  to  every  joy,  and  charms  to  eafe 
The  brow  of  Care  ;  though  thou  art  all  that  heaven 
Could  give  in  wifdom,  tendernefs,  and  truth. 
And  all  my  heart  e'er  wifli'd,  when  warmeft  Fancy 
Form'd.  the  fond  future  view  of  houlhold  blifs  j 
Yet  happier  ftill  perhaps  our  lot  had  been, 
Hadft  thou  beneath  the  rural  thatch  receiv'd 
My  faithful  vow,  and  we  had  never  heard 
Of  town  or  city  life  ;  a  Marian  thou. 
And  ruftic  Corin  I.     Then  on  the  plain 
Contented  we  had  pafs'd  Life's  little  day. 
While  Youth  with  fprightly  beam  illum'd  her  hours. 
They  would  move  on  with  joy  ;  and  when  at  noon 
Firm  Manhood  call'd  us  forth  to  till  the  foil. 
And  with  our  labouring  hand  direft  the  plough. 
We  would  be  ready,  nor  refufe  the  tafl?. 
Due  tribute  to  the  public  ;   till  at  eve 
Our  vigour  loll,  when  Age  came  creeping  on. 
We  would  unyoke  our  heifers,  and  retire 
To  welcome  eafe,  our  beft  fkill  then  employ'd 
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At  our  own  home  ;  attentive  there  to  thatch 

The  chinks  which  Time  had  made,  and  to  root  up 

Each  foul  weed  that  deform'd  our  little  plot. 

This  bufinefs  over,  calm  we  ftiould  attend 

Th'  approaching  hour  of  our  eternal  reft; 

And  when  it  came,  borne  to  our  peaceful  grave 

By  the  plain  villager  ;  what  tho'  no  tomb 

Of  fculptur'd  marble  call'd  the  paffing  eye 

To  read  our  ftory,  yet  the  cottage  tear 

Should  on  our  aflies  fall,  and  the  good  heart 

O'erflow  fincerely  for  a  neighbour  loft  : 

Upon  our  bier  the  virgin  troop  would  hang 

Frefti-woven  chaplets  of  the  fweeteft  flowers : 

Green  turf  fhould  deck  our  grave  ;  and  every  year 

In  fpring-time  would  fome  friendly  hand  with  care 

Bind  the  frefli  briar  around,,  to  guard  the  place 

From  the  rude  infult  of  the  carelefs  ftep  ; 

And  faithful  Memory  to  late  time  record. 

We  were  the  happieft  pair  of  human  kind. 


WOOD- 
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WOODSTOCK.        AN      ELEGY. 


WaiTTEN     IN    THE    YEAR    MDCCLIX. 


AH  me  !  what  is  this  mortal  life  ?  (I  cry'd) 
What  changes  croud  the  page  of  flitting  Time  ! 
What  dire  reverfe  of  Fate  have  numbers  try'd ! 
What  youth,  what  beauty,  wither'd  in  the  prime  ! 

Inexorable  Deftiny  purfues, 

And  levels  in  the  chace  with  rapid  wing  : 
Pity  in  vain,  or  Mirth,  or  Merit  fues. 

Equally  vain  the  beggar  and  the  king  ! 

Ah  !  what  is  Fame,  the  idol  of  the  great  ? 

No  folid  Pleafure  can  Ihe  e'er  bellow ; 
If  juft  to  Worth,  that  juftice  comes  too  late: 

Prompt  is  her  malice,  but  her  mercy  flow  !— 

Thus  on  the  winding  Ifis'  willowed  bank. 
The  varying  fcenes  of  Fortune  I  deplore  ; 

Wafting  in  fruitlefs  fighs  the  evening  dank. 
Tears  adding  water  to  the  river's  ftore, 

M  3  A  gloomy 
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A  gloomy  manfion  open  to  the  view, 

Difclofing  horror  heigh  ten 'd  by  the  (hade  ; 

Where  round  the  nodding  walls  the  mournful  yew 
Points  to  the  vault  v/here  Rofamond  was  laid: 

Where  with  her  birds  of  night,  haggard  and  foul. 

In  fullen  fellowlhip  together  dwell 
The  bat  ambiguous,  arid  ill-omen'd  owl. 

Screaming  to  nighted  fwains  a  dreadful  knell! 

Intent  I  gaz'd,  till  Terror,  ruling  fight, 

Rear'd  a  pale  fpeclre  from  the  yawning  tomb, 

A  faint  delufion  of  the  murky  night. 
Begot  and  bred  in  Fancy's  fruitful  womb  ! 

Semblance  of  virgin  elegance  and  grace. 
The  mimic  fhape  in  every  part  adorn'd  ; 

But  wan  and  languid  feem'd  the  beauteous  face. 
Which  Ellen  envy'd,  and  which  Henry  mourn'd, 

Now  gently  gliding  o'er  the  hallow'd  ground, 
Clofe  by  my  fide  the  phantom  made  a  Hand, 

Piercing  the  night-ftill  d  air.     An  awful  found  ! 
And  claim'd  attention  with  uplifted  hand. 

^'  I  once  was  bleft  with  Love's  deluding  joy, 
*'  I  alfo  felt  the  worft  extreme  of  hate  ! 

**  And  can  no  length  of  time  (ihe  cry'd)  deftroy 
*'  Remembrance  of  my  love,  and  of  my  fate  f 

"  Ohad 
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**  O  had  Oblivion  in  her  peaceful  cell, 

**  Shrouded  from  every  eye  my  mouldering  duftl 

*'  That  on  the  chiffel'd  ftone  no  verfe  might  tell, 
*'  My  crime  how  great]  my  punilhment  how  jull ! 

'*  But  Woodftock's  blooming  bowers  ftill  remain, 
*'  The  fcenes,  to  me,  of  pleafure  and  of  woe  ; 

'*  And  Godftow's  walls  perpetuate  the  ftain^ 

*'  My  name  reproaching  whilft  my  grave  they  fhew, 

"  O  Wood  flock,  fated  long  to  be  the  feat 

**  Of  all  the  charms  that  Wit  and  Beauty  boaft, 

"  The  hero's  guerdon,  and  his  foft  retreat, 
**  Yielding  content,  in  iields  and  fenates  loli. 

"  Thy  glories  now  are  level'd  low  in  earth  ; 

*•  No  longer  Ber.uty  doth  thy  bowers  adorn  ; 
'*  No  more  thy  woods  refound  the  voice  of  Mirth  ,| 

**  The  laurel  from  thy  viftor  brow  is  torn  ! 

**  But  thou  whofe  bofom  foreign  forrow  heaves, 

**  Whofe  eyes  can  ftream  for  anguilh  not  thine  own  j 

"  Whofe  heart  the  white-rob'd  fugitive  receives, 
*•   When  forc'd  by  awful  Rigour  from  her  throne  ; 

♦*  The  fcourge  of  vice,  the  good  man's  deftiny, 
*'  The  wrerk  of  fortune,  and  the  wafte  of  years ; 

"  The  miferies  thou  mourneft  thou  Ihalt  fee, 
"  Sad  confolation  granted  to  thy  tear^." 

M  4  Now 
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Now  on  the  fummit  of  a  cloud-built  height 

Mpthought  I  ftood  :   and  from  an  opening  glade 

■\\'ith  fauhering  ray  gleam'd  forth  a  magic  light. 
And  round  the  plain  in  lambent  circles  play'd. 

Sudden  the  ground  with  inbred  motion  ihook, 
A  folemn  murmur  ruftled  through  the  trees  ; 

And  on  the  pebbled  fhore  the  furging  brook 
Dafh'd  angry  waves,  unconfcious  of  a  breeze  ! 

Dxdalian  myftery  !  from  the  parted  foil, 

A  labyrinth  *rofe  to  founds  of  melting  note  ; 

A  moment's  labour  mocking  all  the  toil 
Of  nations  old,  and  monarchs  long  forgot. 

High  over-arch'd  in  Summer's  gayeft  weed. 
Meandering  alleys  form  the  wonderous  maze. 

And  puzzle  mod  when  beft  they  feem  to  lead 
The  untaught  foot,  that  in  their  precindts  llrays. 

Deep  in  a  vale  impervious  to  all  tread. 
Save  by  a  flower-hid  path,  a  grotto  llooc^  ! 

And  ancient  oaks  their  foliage  round  it  fpread, 

O'erfhading  with  their  tops  the  neighbouring  woo4  • 

And  Nature  fporting,  with  a  lavifli  hand 
This  little  fpot  in  gay  profufion  grac'd, 

With  every  wanton  variation  plann'd. 
Luxuriant  Fancy  yielding  but  to  Tafle. 

Here 
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fiere  on  the  brink  of  a  pellucid  ftream. 
Circling  in  eddies  o'er  its  mofs-grown  bed. 

Where  ever  and  anon  a  quivering  beam. 
Piercing  the  covert  on  the  furface  play'd, 

A  Beauty  lay,  furpafling  all  the  train 

Of  virgin  Delia,  or  Idalia's  queen  : 
Or  what  of  dryads  poets  fweetly  feign. 

On  Ida,  or  Theffalian  Oeta  feen. 

And  by  her  fide  a  form  imperial  lay. 

With  rofes,  and  with  myrtle  garlands  crown'd ; 

The  wither'd  laurel  caft  in  fcorn  away. 

The  pomp  of  war  in  Lydian  meafures  drown'd. 

The  little  Loves  that  flutter'd  on  the  boughs,    . 

In  grateful  bondage  did  their  limbs  entwine. 
And  ftrove  to  join  them  clofer  than  their  vows. 

With  woodbine  fweet,  and  twifted  eglantine. 

But  weak  all  bonds  when  thofe  of  beauty  fail  ; 

The  monarch  fated  left  the  flowery  bed. 
Nor  gripv'd  to  fee  the  maid  his  lofs  bewail. 

Nor  mingled  parting  tears  with  thofe  Ihe  fhed. 

Now  fwift  advancing  to  the  guilty  bower. 

With  frantic  ftep  the  injur'd  queen  drew  nigh; 

And  arm'd  for  vengeance  feiz'd  the  fatal  hour. 
When  all  tilings  flept  but  rage  and  jealoufy. 

Each 
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Each  eager  hand  a  deadly  weapon  fill'd, 
A  pointed  dagger,  and  a  poifon'd  bowl ; 

My  ebbing  blood  her  mad  demeanor  chill'd. 
And  anguifti  unallay'd  polTefs'd  ray  foul. 

Ah  ilop,  inhuman  !  with  a  faultering  tongue 

And  inarticulate  voice,  as  in  a  dream, 
I  cry'd  ;  and  ftraic  the  rattling  thunder  rung. 

And  livid  lightnings  in  the  welkin  gleam  ! 

No  more  the  mazy  grove  or  bower  appear'd. 
But  all  around  a  wafle  and  barren  plain  ; 

The  fcatter'd  trees  of  leaves  and  branches  bar'd. 
And  blanch'd  by  frowning  winds  and  beating  rain. 

And  Murder  fhrieking  hideous  wander'd  there  ; 

And  ruthlefs  Envy,  and  relentlefs  Hate, 
With  fnaky  locks,  and  fhrivell'd  bofoms  bare, 

Whilft  lurking  felons  on  their  motions  wait. 

And  foon  the  landfcape  Ihlfting  like  a  cloud. 
To  lefs'nlng  dillance  bore  the  hellilh  crew  ; 

Now  twang  in  fainter  founds  their  yellings  loud. 
Now  vanifli'd  quite,  a  milder  fcene  I  view. 

Of  chequer'd  light  and  fhade,  a  fober  dawn. 
Faint  thro'  a  lingering  vapour  did  difclofe 

A  hamlet  feated  on  an  open  lawn. 

And  from  each  roof  the  pillar'd  fmoke  arofe.  . 

For 


For  now  with  frequent  challenge,  had  the  cock. 
His  rivals  menacing,  avvak'd  the  fvvain  ; 

Now  in  the  pen  impatient  bleats  the  flock. 
And  ruddy  ftreaks  the  horizon  diftain. 

The  crouching  dog  the  moon  no  longer  bays. 
But  ftretch'd  fupine  upon  the  focial  hearth 

He  lies,  rejoicing  in  the  crackling  blaze, 
Whilft  flanting  fun-beams  dry  the  moiilen'd  earth. 

Whilft  to  the  ftrain  of  rural  minftrelfy, 
A  band  forth  iliuing  to  a  neighb'ring  hill 

Welcom'd  the  morn  with  decent  jollity. 
And  all  the  air  their  youthful  carols  fill. 

With  unfkill'd  hands  a  fimple  crown  they  wove 
Of  vervain,  and  the  never-fading  bay; 

And  rais'd  a  throne  within  a  rude  alcove. 
To  grace  the  parent  of  the  Britifli  lay. 

Old  Chaucer,  who  in  rough,  unequal  verfe. 
Sung  quaint  allufion  and  facetious  tale  ; 

And  ever  as  his  jefts  he  would  rehearfe. 

Loud  peals  of  laughter  echo'd  thro'  the  vale  : 

And  eager  gap'd  the  ruftic  liftening  throng. 
And  ftill  their  joy  and  laughter  they  renew; 

^nd  warlike  barons,  foften'd  by  the  fong. 
From  loud  alarms  to  mute  attention  drew. 


But 
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Bni  ikjst^rivM  pleafure  foon  to  forrow  chang'd, 
Fm melody  a  figh,  for  mirth  a  tear; 

Acd  aow  the  fwains  in  folemn  order  rang'd, 
Sifflrround  the  bard  extended  on  his  bier. 

Wlaat  tio'  fucceeding  poets,  as  their  fire, 
jRsvere  his  memory,  and  approve  his  wit  : 

Tho'  Spenfer's  elegance  and  Drydcn's  fire 
His.  name  to  ages  far  remote  tranfmit  j 

Kis  tiaaielefs  numbers  hardly  now  furvive. 
As  ruins  of  a  dark  and  Gothic  age  ; 

Aaatfi  all  his  blithfome  tales  their  praife  derive 
Fram.  Pope's  immortal  fong,  and  Prior's  page  ! 

Again,  quick  rifing  thro'  the  tufted  green. 
Turrets  and  )ofcy  battlements  afcend  ; 

Tacts  half  cbfcuring  columns,  intervene. 

And  real  boughs  with  fculptur'd  fruitage  blend. 


arched  windows  fliine  with'  torches  clear. 
Soothing  the  wanderer.     A  delufive  home  ! 
Amd  bufy  crouds  of  miniftcrs  appear. 

Decking  with  jocund  hafte  a  feilive  room. 

Am  now  of  fprightly  youths  and  damfels  gay, 

A  wanton  bevy  at  the  board  was  fet, 
Aitd  all  intent  they  feem'd  on  amorous  play. 

For  kindling  glances,  kindling  glances  met. 

Theii 
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Their  volant  fingers  o'er  the  chorded  lyre. 
With  modulating  touch  the  artifts  ply  ; 

Purfuing  ftill  to  animate  defire. 

Strains  that  in  thrilling  undulations  die. 

And  every  cheek  with  deep  fufFufion  glow'd. 

Denoting  thought  inflam'd,  and  troubled  ht&Mg 

And  paflion  in  feducing  fighs  avovv'd 
Mutual,  yet  ftill  by  decency  repreft. 

But  foon  excefs  to  madding  riot  led, 

Enfuing  meaning  jeft,  and  licence  bold  ; 

Till  comely  Order  from  the  banquet  fled, 
Afham'd  the  luftful  or»ieG  to  behold. 

A  youth  exalted  high  above  the  reft. 

In  bad  pre-eminence  confpicuous  fhone  5 

And  blind  fubmiftion  to  his  lewd  beheft, 
Unrivall'd  lewdnefs  from  them  all  had  woia- 

And  deeply  was  he  fkill'd  in  wanton  lore. 
With  fertile  thought  fuggefting  every  art. 

To  make  impurer,  fires  impure  before. 

Tainting  at  once  the  manners  and  the  heart. 

Pleafing  proportion,  youthful  Beauty's  aid. 
And  bland  complacency,  and  winning  (mile. 

And  wit  difFufive  tempting  to  perfuade, 
J\^aintain'd  his  power,  and  held  him  in  the  toil. 

Ah! 
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Ah  !  why  fhould  Nature  in  an  angel  drefs. 
To  lure  with  feeming  worth  unwary  eyes. 

Conceal  rank  thoughts  and  grofs  voluptuoufnefs. 
Too  apt  to  poifon  without  Virtue's  guife  ? 

Pride  of  thy  country,  Wilmot,  and  her  fhame  ! 

By  every  grace  adorn'd,  and  Mufe  infpir'd  ! 
Thy  early  fall  ho^  pitied  !  and  thy  name 

How  much  detefted,  and  how  much  admir'd  ! 

Yet  mull  unbiafs'd  pofterity  admit. 

For  all  thou  wrot'ft  and  aded'ft  to  atone. 

Thy  failings  were  the  age's,  but  thy  wit. 
Thy  parts  and  dying  penitence,  thine  own. 

But  now  prevailing  o'er  the  hubbub  wild. 

The  clanging  trumpet  kindles  great  acclaim  ; 

And  all  around  are  warlike  trophies  pil'd. 

And  crouds  triumphant  echo  Churchill's  fame. 

And  thronging  fenates  in  the  glorious  caufe, 
Repell'd  oppreflion,  liberty  maintain'd. 

Accord  with  gratulant  vote  the  loud  applaufe  ; 
The  faireft  prize  by  Britifh  valour  gain'd. 

Who  erft  implor'd,  and  foon  obtain'd  relief. 
High-fated  monarchs  grateful  homage  pay. 

And  fulgent  honours  crown  the  matchlcfs  chief, 
And  verfe  harmonious,  never  to  decay : 


And 
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And  humbled  Gallia  kneels  with  diftant  awe. 
Her  generals  baffled,  and  her  warriors  flain.: 

No  more  to  didlate  but  receive  the  law. 
No  longer  to  impofe  but  wear  the  chain. 

But  venom'd  Faftion  fpreading  o'er  the  land. 
Too  foon  forgets  the  mighty  debt  to  owe  ; 

And  Envy  ftretches  out  her  lurid  hand. 
The  vigor's  meed  to  blaft  and  overthrow. 

And  yet  unfinilh'd  ftands  the  votive  dome. 

By  all  his  toil  and  all  his  danger  bought :  ■• 

When  juft  refentment  calls  him  far  from  home, 
Revifiting  the  fields  where  late  he  fought. 

In  vain  aufpicious  Brunfwick's  happy  reign. 
Blunting  the  rancorous  point  of  party  ftrife, 

Reftores  the  hero  to  his  friends  again  : 

Too  late  to  chear  the  dregs  of  lengthen'd  life  ! 

The  lofty  column  and  the  voice  of  praife 

In  vain  proclaim  him  great,  and  juft,  and  brave  : 

Tardy  repentance  merit  ill  repays. 

Unheard,  unheeded,  in  the  filent  grave  ! 

In  conquert  equal,  and  alike  in  fate, 

Rome's  mounting  genius,  godlike  Scipio  Hood  j 

And  propp'd  by  worth  and  dignity  innate, 
Contemn'd  the  venal  cenfure  of  the  croud. 

Yet 
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Yet  once  again  the  vifionary  fcene, 

Duflile,  for  forrow  fecial  beauty  yields  j 

A  temperate  funfliine  and  an  air  ferene, 

Foftering  the  upland  downs  and  level  fields. 

And  tepid  Ihowers  bedew  the  frolic  herd. 

Bounding  in  gamefome  meafure  o'er  the  lea^ 

With  daifies  crimTon  tipp'd,  and  green  parterr'd. 
And  Ihadowing  fragrance  drops  from  every  tree. 

The  wide  expanded  profpefl  gently  clos'd. 
On  vifto'd  walks  leading  to  high  arcades : 

Each  waving  copfe  in  fymmetry  difpos'd, 
Poirrts  to  the  terras  capt  with  colonnades. 

And  more  remote  the  cloifler'd  wings  confine. 

In  architefture  elegant  and  juft, 
A  portal'd  front  where  niches  deep  enlhrine 

The  marble  ftatue  and  the  gilded  buft. 

Unfolding  wiJe  the  hofpitable  port 

On  ready  hinges,  to  the  fearching  eye 
Reveals  unblemifli'd  Childhood's  harmlefs  fport, 
.   And  placid  parents  Hand  delighted  by. 

For  here  unmindful  of  the  call  of  State, 

The  fmile  of  Favour,  or  the  voice  of  Power; 

In  tranquil  pleafure,  even  and  fedate. 

Great  Churchill's  heir  enjoy'd  the  wafting  hour. 

,    And 
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And  beaming  rapture  gllften'd  on  his  brow. 
And  glad  dependants  Ihare  their  patron's  joy. 

No  frowns  their  heart-bred  tranfports  difallow, 
Pebafing  worth  in  Servitude's  alloy. 

Such  charms  hath  Innocence !  fuch  virtues  PridcJ 
From  ftarry  height  her  facred  powers  defcend. 

The  garifli  pomp  of  Grandeur  to  deride. 
And  giddy  Fortune's  rafh  decrees  amend. 

A  day  he  flourifli'd  in  the  peaceful  foil> 
Another  faw  him  on  the  hoflile  ftrand. 

Guiding  the  thunders  of  the  white-clifF'd  ifle. 
Ambition's  wafteful  rapine  to  withftand. 

To  match  his  great  progenitor  in  war. 

Elate  with  hope  his  generous  bofom  burns  j 

Put  unaufpicious  twinkled  every  ftar. 
And  heaven  averted  all  his  wilhes  fpurns. 

Too  high  requeft  In  every  fphere  to  fhine. 
In  peace  a  pattern,  and  a  chief  in  blood  j 

The  gods  to  each  a  feparate  path  aflign. 
But  he  alone  is  great  who's  truly  goo4. 


Voir.  II.  H  MAR^ 
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MARRIAGE.        AN       ODE. 

I. 

RA.NG'd  by  all-ruling  heaven's  dcfigrij 
Low  finks  this  ball,  a  mafs  fupine  j 
The  flars  high-blazlng  roll. 
Nor  lives  a  wretch  of  frantic  brain. 
Who  dares  \yith  impious  rage  maintain, 
That  Chance  diredls  the  whole, 
II. 
Yet  nations  wide  adopt  this  plan  : 
Chance  claffes  all  degrees  of  man. 

Unknown  In  Nature's  Hate; 
And  the  mere  accident  of  birth 
Marks  who  fhall  rule  or  till  the  earth', 
Th'  ignoble  or  the  great. 
III. 
While  fuch  the  confecrated  fpring?. 
Whence  proudly  ifTue  lords  and  kings. 

Why  fleepi  the  parent's  care  i 
Anxious  to  match  the  generous  fteed. 
Where  Strength  and  Beauty  ftamp  the  breed, 
Regardlefs  of  hi?  heir. 

IV.  But 


IV. 

But  to  no  favour'd  race  coniinM, 
The  virtues  of  our  nobler  kind 

All  ranks  alike  may  claim  ; 
Iffue  as  fair,  and  brave,  and  wife. 
As  the  high  lineage  of  the  Ikies, 

May  blefs  an  humble  dame, 
V. 
The  charm  that  foftens  manly  grace. 
The  ray  that  beams  in  woman's  face. 

The  fympathy  of  mind. 
Denote  (whate'er  their  various  lot. 
Whether  a  palace  or  a  cot) 

The  mates  by  heaven  defign'd. 
VI. 
But  peevifh  Age,  and  gloomy  Pride, 
And  churlifh  Av'rice  dare  divide 

Thofe  links,  which  powerful  draw, 
To  union  dear,  congenial  loves : 
The  fire  condemns  what  God  approves. 

And  Tyranny  is  law. 

vir. 

Farr  other  maxims  form'd  our  ftate  : 
AH  orders  mixt  of  low  and  great 

Compofe  th'  harmonious  frame. 
Firm  hath  the  mighty  fabric  flood. 
And  Britain  boafts  her  mingl'd  blood. 

In  niany  a  deathlefs  ^lame. 

N  2  VIII.  Fret 
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Free  fliould  the  fons  of  Freedom  wecj 
The  maid  by  equal  fondnefs  led. 

Nor,  heaping  wealth  on  wealth. 
Youth  pine  in  Age's  wither'd  arms, 
Peformity  polluting  charms. 
And  Sicknefs  blafting  Health. 
IX. 
But  houfe  for  houfe,  and  grounds  |br  grounds. 
And  mutual  blifs  in  balanc'd  pounds 

Each  parent's  thought  employ  : 
Thele  fumm'd  by  Wingate's  folid  rules, 
Jjet  fools,  and  all  the  fons  of  fools 
Count  lefs  fubftantial  joy ! 
X. 
And  yet  no  niggard  care  confines 
The  child  indulg'd. — Lo  !  India's  mines 

Flame  in  the  daughter's  drefs  : 
As  gorgeous  fhines  the  lavifh  fon  ; 
No  luxury  refus'd  but  one— 
Domeftic  happinefs. 

XL 
The  vi£lim  comes  in  rich  attire, 
Dragg'd  trembling  by  her  rnthlefs  fire. 

Thy  child,  O  moniler,  fave  ! 
Better  the  facriiicing  knife, 
Plung'd  in  her  bofom,  end  that  life 
Thy  fatal  paffiort  gave* 

XII.  With 
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XII. 

With  torch  invel-ted  Hymen  flands  j 
The  furies  wave  their  livid  brands. 

Wild  Horror,  pale  Difmay. 
Soft  Pity  drops  the  melting  tear  ; 
And  lullful  fatyrs  grinning  leer> 

Sure  of  their  deftin'd  prey. 
XIII. 
Compell'd,  the  falt'ring  prieft  flow-ties 
The  knot  of  plighted  perjuries. 

For  fpotlefs  truth  ordain'd. 
More  fitly  had  fome  daemon  fell. 
Some  minifler  of  fin  and  hell. 

The  facred  rites  profan'd. 
XIV. 
Go,  Wedded  pair  1  all  blithe  and  gay 
Young  virgins  ftrew  the  flow'ry  way. 

And  crown  your  feflal  gate. 
Invok'd  the  genial  powers  attend  ; 
So  fhall  a  haplefs  line  defcend. 

Heir  to  your  wretched  fate. 
XV. 
Unheir'd,  a  mafs  of  barren  earth. 
No  monfter  of  amphibious  birth 

Tranfmits  a  future  race. 
Shall  then  an  angel's  form,  conjoin'd 
With  all  that  finks  the  brutal  kind. 

Perpetuate  raan'i  difgracfr? 

N  3  XVI.  Yf  f 
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Yet  Nature  will  a/Tert  her  claim  : 
Thine,  rigid  Father  !  thine  the  blamcj 

If  injur'd  Beauty  llray  : 
Thou  fhould'Jl  have  heard  the  Lover's  voice, 
Approv'd  and  fanftify'd  the  choice. 

Nor  curs'd  the  bridal  day. 
XVII. 
Welcom'd  by  thee,  chafte  Love  had  Ihed 
His  bleflings  o'er  that  difmal  bed. 

Now  wrapt  in  guilt  and  fear. 
The  lifping  babe  had  blefs'd  thy  age. 
Now  taught,  with  more  than  infant-rage. 

To  chide  thy  loit'ring  bier. 

xvin. 

Hence  all  thofe  baleful  evils  flow. 
Which  fwell  the  tide  of  human  woe. 

And  blot  th'  Almighty's  plan  ; 
Taint  ev'ry  fource  of  pure  delight. 
Break  ev'ry  band  that  fhou'd  unite 

The  foul  of  man  to  man. 
XIX. 
Blank  ballardy  with  blazon'd  creft. 
And  harlots  in  patrician  veil. 

Triumphant  Vice  proclaim. 
The  high-born  virgin,  mimic,  tries 
Thofe  arts  which  taught  the  low  to  rife> 

From  Poverty,  thro'  Ihame. 

XX.  Bcholi 
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XX* 

Behold  a  various  motley  race  ! 

Th'  unwelcome  fon,  with  alien  fac?^ 

His  mother's  crime  betrays. 
No  kindred  Love's  inftinflive  fire. 
No  focial  charities  confpire 
To  light  the  patriot's  blaze. 

xxr. 

Hence  fage  Authority  defpis'd. 
And  favage  Licence,  ill-difguis'd 

In  Freedom's  injur'd  name  ; 
Bold  Orat'ry  with  larazen  din. 
While  flculking  Selfilhnefs  within 
Direfts  Ambition's  aim. 
XXII. 
In  barter  vile  each  parent  fold. 
The  fordid  progeny  of  gold 
Will  own  no  other  fway  ; 
To  wealth  the  virgin  yields  her  charms  | 
For  pay  the  foldier  flies  to  arms. 
Peers  vote,  and  prelates  pray. 
XXIII. 
Not  fuch  thofe  lights  (which  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Thick  call  o'er  earth  by  barb'rous  Rome) 

Pure  as  the  faith  they  own'd. 
Nor  fuch  th'  unpenfion'd  nobles'  zeal  ; 
In  bofoms  warm  for  public  weal. 
Their  country  fat  enthron'd. 

N  4  XXIV.  Th« 
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XXIV. 
The  flatefman  plann'd,  the  hero  foagnt. 
Their  fervice  like  their  love  unbought ; 

Yet  both  were  well  repaid  : 
Their  country's  glory,  then,  was  wealth  ;' 
Youth,  Beauty,  Innocence  and  Health 

Endow'd  the  wedded  maid. 

XXV. 
No  hireling  friends  did  Britain  drain. 
No  bafe  Contrador's  '^  pilfering  trala 

Aveng'd  the  vanquifh'd  foe  : 
While  the  land  groans  beneath  her  debt. 
And  hard-tax'd  peafants  murm'ring  fweat. 

In  victory  and  woe. 

XXVI. 
Yet  blefl:  the  hind  whofe  fhelter'd  head. 
Secure  beneath  his  lowly  (hed. 

Forgets  the  flow- worn  day ; 
His  darling  child  and  faithful  wife, 
Beft  comforts  of  the  happieft  life. 

His  fufFerings  all  repay. 


t  This  J«  not  meant  to  include  all  Contraftors :  ftme  have  ac- 
quired great  Fortunes  by  fair  an4  honourable  mcans;  uocenfured,  and 
CTQn  unen^icd* 

XXVII.  B»t 
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xxvir. 

Sut  fee !  th*  unpeopl'd  village  falls : 
Drear  devallation  raz'd  the  walls. 

Say,  if  fome  tyrant  reigns  ? 
Or  dar'd  the  bold  invader's  hand. 
In  vengeance,  hurl  the  flaming  brand 
O'er  Britain's  ravag'd  plains  ? 
XXVIII. 
Our  coail  no  bold  invader  dares ; 
And  George  benign,  with  lib'ral  cares 

Each  cherifli'd  art  improves. 
Yet  Britain  views  a  houfelefs  band;  - 
Sad  out-call  in  his  native  land. 
The  wand'ring  exile  roves. 
XXIX, 
Shall  Luxury,  dilFufive  fpread, 
£nvy  the  wretch  his  pain-earn'd  bread. 

His  cot  and  homely  joys  i 
Are  thofe  the  means  that  muft  replace 
The  ftrength  of  an  exhaufted  race, 
Decrepid  fires  and  boys  ! 
XXX. 
Tho'  borne  on  Glory's  tow*ring  wings. 
Fame  her  triumphant  psan  fings 

Far  as  the  billows  foam  : 
Yet  dearly  were  our  triumphs  bought ; 
And  hardly  paid  the  viftors  fought. 
Whom  Mifery  waits  at  home. 

5  XXXr.  But, 
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XXXI; 
Bilt,  lo  !  the  nations  from  afar 
Crowd  to  repair  the  walle  of  war. 

With  numbers,  fkill,  and  toil. 
Myriads,  alas  !  would  crowd  in  vain^ 
Whilll  laws  the  marriage-rite  reflrain, 

And  lordlings  thin  the  foil. 


THE      PARISH      C  L  E  R  E. 

BY    W.    V  E  R  N  0  N  d. 

I. 

LET  courtly  bards  in  poliHi'd  phrafe  endite 
Soft  madrigals,  to  celebrate  the  Fair  j 
Or  paint  the  fplehdor  of  a  Birth-day  nightj 

Where  Peers  and  Dames  in  ftiining  robes  appear  : 
"The  talk  be  mine  neglefted  Worth  to  praife, 
Alas !  too  often  found  in  thefe  degen'rate  days. 

^  ThTf  writer  was  born  at  Woherhamptoh,  of  parents  vjho 
could  afford  to  give  him  jjo  more  education  than  barely  to  read  and 
write  Englirti.  He  was  put  apprentice  to  a  buckle  maker,  but  after 
a  fliort  time  entered  himrelF  as  a  foldier  in  the  Old  Buffs.  He  ob- 
tained his  difcharge  from  the  reg5me>it  abtut  the  year  1760,  and  be- 
came corredor  of  a  prefs,  b^t  did  not  long  furvive  that  period. 

Ih  O  gentle 
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O  gentle  Shenllone  !  could  the  felf-taught  tnntci 

Who  joys,  like  thine,  in  rural  (hades  to  ftrayj 
Could  fhe,  like  thine,  while  fhe  her  theme  purfue^i 
With  native  beauties  deck  the  plesfing  lay  ; 
Then  fhould  the  humble  Clerk  of  Barton-Dean, 
An  equal  meedofpraife  with  thy  School-miftrefs  gain- 

iir. 

Entering  the  village  in  a  deep-worn  way. 

Hard  by  an  aged  oak,  his  dwelling  (lands  j 
The  lowly  roof  ij  thatch,  the  walls  are  clay  : 
All  rudely  rais'd  by  his  forefathers'  hands  i 
Obferve  the  homely  hut  as  you  pafs  by,' 
And  pity  the  good  man  that  lives  fo  wretchedly. 
IV. 
Vulcanian  artift  here,  with  oily  brow 

And  naked  arm,  he  at  his  anvil  plies. 
What  time  Aurora  in  the  call  does  glow. 
And  eke  when  Vefper  gilds  the  weflern  Ikies ; 
The  bellows  roar,  the  hammers  loud  refound. 
And  from  the  tortur'd  mafs  the  fparkles  fly  around. 
V. 
Hither  the  truant  fchool-boy  frequent  wends. 

And  llyly  peeping  o'er  the  hatch  is  feen 
To  note  the  bick'ring  workman,  while  he  bends 
The  ileed's  ftrong  (hoe,  or  forms  the  fickle  keen. 
Unthinking,  little  elf,  what  ills  betide. 
Of  breech  begalled  fore,  and  cruel  talk  befide.   '  'i 

VL  A  deep 
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VI. 

A  deep  hiftorlan,  well  I  wot,  is  he. 

And  many  tomes  of  ancient  lore  has  rcJld, 
Of  England's  George,  the  flow'r  of  chivalry. 
Of  Merlin's  Mirror,  and  the  Brazen  Head  ; 
With  hundred  legends  more,  which  to  recite 
Would  tire  the  wifeft  nurfe,  and  fpend  the  longeil  night, 

vir. 

To  Nature's  Book  he  ftudioufly  applies. 

And  oft,  confulted  by  the  anxious  fwain. 
With  wiftful  gaze  reviews  the  vaulted  ikies. 
And  (hews  the  figns  of  fure  impending  rain. 
Or  thunder  gather'd  in  the  fervid  air. 
Or  if  the  harveft-month  will  be  ferene  and  fair. 
VIII. 
The  various  phafes  of  the  moon  he  knows. 

And  whence  her  orb  derives  its  filver  (heen. 
From  what  ftrange  caufe  the  madding  Heygre  flows. 
By  which  the  peafants  oft  endanger'd  been. 
As  in  their  freighted  barks  they  carelefs  glide. 
And  view  th'  inverted  trees  in  Severn's  chryftal  tide, 
IX. 
Returning  late  at  eve  from  wake  or  fair. 

Among  a  fort  of  poor  unletter'd  fwains. 
He  teaches  them  to  name  each  brighter  ftar. 
And  of  the  northern  lights  the  caufe  explains; 
Recounts  what  comets  have  appear'd  of  old, 
Fortending  dearth,  and  war,  and  miseries  manifold. 

X.  Around 
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X, 

Around  his  bending  flioulders  graceful  flow 

His  curling  filver  locks,  the  growth  of  yesrsj 
Supported  by  a  ftaiFhe  walketh  flow. 

And  fimple  neatnefs  in  his  mien  appears  ; 
And  every  neighbour  tlvit  perchance  he  jneets. 
Or  young  or  old  be  they,  with  courtefy  he  greets, 
XI. 
A  goodly  fight,  I  wot,  it  were  to  view 

The  decent  Parifh  Clerk  on  Sabbath-day, 
Seated,  beneath  the  Curate,  in  his  pew. 

Or,  kneeling  down  with  lifted  hands  to  pray. 
And  ever  and  anon,  with  clofe  of  prayer, 
lie  anfwereth.  Amen  !  with  fober  folemn  air, 
XII. 
Such  times  an  ancient  fait  of  black  he  wears. 

Which  from  the  Curate's  wardrobe  did  defcend  } 
Love  to  his  Clerk  the  pious  Curate  bears. 
Pities  his  wants,  and  wilheth  to  befriend  : 
But  what,  alas !  can  flender  fal'ry  do, 
Encumber'd  by  a  wife,  and  children  not  a  few  ? 
XIII. 
Thro'  ev'ry  feafon  of  the  changing  year. 

His  ftridl  regard  for  ChrilUan  rites  is  leen. 
The  holy  church  he  decks  with  garlands  fair. 
Or  birchen  boughs,  or  yew  for  ever  green  ; 
On  ev'ry  pew  a  formal  fprig  is  plac'd. 
And  with  a  fpacious  branch  the  pulpites  top  is  gracM, 

XIV.  At 
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XJV. 
At  ChTiftmas  tide,  when  ev'ry  yeoman's  hall 

With  ancient  hofpitality  is  blell. 
Kind  invitations  he  accepts  from  all,       , 

To  fhare  the  plenteous,  mirth-aboundi>ng  feafi : 
The  Chrillmas  feaft  imperfedl  would  appear, 
Except  their  good  old  gueft  the  Parifh  Clerk  was  therms, 
XV. 
Then,  when  the  mellow  beer  goes  gaily  round. 
And  curls  of  fmoke  from  lighted  pipes  afpire, 
"When  chearful  carols  thro'  the  room  refound, 
'And  crackling  logs  augment  the  blazing  fire^, 
His  honeft  heart  with  focial  joy  o'erfiows. 
And  many  a  merry  tale  he  on  his  friends  bellows. 
XVI. 
When,  fmit  with  mutual  love,  the  youth  and  maid 

To  weave  the  facred  nuptial  knot  agree, 
Pleas'd  he  attends  to  lend  his  ufeful  aid. 
And  fee  the  rites  perform'd  with  decency ; 
He  gives  the  bride,  and  joins  their  trembling  hands. 
While  with  the  fervice-book  the  Curate  gravely  ftands, 
XVII. 
Then,  while  the  merry  bells  the  fleeple  fhake. 

Ringing  in  honoyir  of  the  happy  pair. 
To  notes  of  gladnefs  while  the  minflrels  wake. 
And  lads  and  lal^es  the  rich  bride-cake  fhare  ; 
O  may  the  youthful  bard  a  portion  gain. 
To  whom  the  rural  fage  its  virtues  did  explain, 

XVIII.  When 
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XVIII. 
When  from  the  church  returns  the  blichrome  train^ 

A  fpifcy  cake  two  gentle  maidens  bring  ; 
Which,  holding  o'er  the  bride,  they  break  in  twain, 
And  all  conjoin'd  this  nuptial  ditty  fing  : 
"Joy  to  the  wedded  pair  !  health,  length  of  days, 
**  And  may  they,  bleft  by  heav'n,  a  goodly  houfhold  raife.'^ 
XIX. 
At  eve  the  lovely  condefcending  bride. 

Will  take  the  ring  which  on  her  finger  fhines, 
And  thro'  the  facrcd  circlet  nine  times  Hide 
The  fragrant  gift,  repeating  myftic  lines, 
(The  myftic  lines  we  may  not  here  make  known. 
Them  /hall  the  mufe  reveal  to  virgins  chaftc  alone.) 
XX. 
The  flocking  thrown,  as  ancient  rules  require. 
Leave  the  glad  lovers  to  complete  their  joy. 
And  to  thy  pillow  filently  retire, 

Where  clofe  beneath  thy  head  the  charm  muft  Iie| 
Rais'd  by  the  pow'r  of  Love,  in  vifion  gay. 
Thy  future  fpoufe  fliall  come  in  holiday  array, 
XXI. 
And,  foft  approaching,  with  the  mildeft  air. 
Thy  yielding  lips  fliall  modeftly  embrace, 
O,  fweet  illuiion  !  wilt  thou  difappear  ? 
Alas,  it  flies  !   the  morning  fprings  apace  ! 
The  blulhing  lover  fees  the  light  with  pain. 
And  longs  to  recompofe,  and  woo  his  dream  again. 

XXII.  O, 
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XXII. 
©,  time  relentlefs !  foe  to  every  joy  ! 

How  all  declines  beneath  thy  iron  reig^  ! 
Once  could  our  Clerk  to  fweeteft  melody 

Attune  the  harp,  and  charm  the  lifl'nijig  plain  : 
Or  with  his  mellow  voice  the  Pfalm  could  raife. 
And  iJll  the  echoing  choir  with  notes  of  facred  praifc. 
XXIII. 
But  now,  alas !  his  every  power  decays. 

His  voice  grows  hoarfe,lon  g  toil  has  cramp'd  hishands, 
No  more  he  fills  the  echoing  choir  with  praife. 
No  more  to  melody  the  harp  commands ; 
Sadly-he  mourns  the  dulnefs  of  his  ear. 
And  when  a  mailer  plays  he  prelTes  clofe  to  hear. 
XXIV. 
Late  o'er  thfe  plain,  by  chance  or  fortune  led. 

The  penfive  fwain  who  does  his  annals  writCj 
Him  in  his  humble  cottage  vifited. 

And  learn'd  his  ftory  with  fincere  delight  ; 
For  chiefly  of  himfelf  his  converfe  ran. 
As  mem'ry  well  fupply'd  the  narrative  old  man. 

XXV.  ■ 

His  youthful  feats  with  guiltlefs  pride  he  told. 

In  rural  games  what  honours  erft  he  won  ; 
How  on  the  Green  he  threw  the  wreftlers  bold  ; 
How  light  he  leap'd,  and  O  !  how  fwift  he  run. 
Then,  with  a  figh,  he  fondly  turn'd  his  praife 
Tp  rivals  now  no  more,  and  friends  of  former  days. 

XXVI.  At 
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xxvi. 

At  Ifength,  coricluditig  with  reflfeftions  deep  ; 
**  Alas,  of  life  few  comforts  riov>  remain  : 
"  Of  what  I  WAS  I  but  the  veftlge  keep, 
*•  Impair'd  by  grief,  by  jjenury,  and  paift* 
**  Yet  let  me  not  arraign  juft  Heav'n's  decree  : 
''  The  lot  of  human-kind,  as  man,  belongs  to  me. 
XXVIL 
*'  Beneath  yon  aged  yew-tree's  folemn  (hade, 

*'  Whofe  twilled  roots  above  the  green-fward  creep  \ 
**  There,  freed  from  toils,  my  pious  father  laid, 
*'  Enjoys  a  filent  unmolefted  fleep  : 
■"  And  there  my  only  fon, — with  him  I  gave 
*'  All  comfort  of  my  age  untimely  to  the  grave, 
XXVIII. 
**  In  that  fweet  earth,  when  nature's  debt  is  paid; 

*'  And  leaving  life,  1  leave  its  load  of  woes, 
**  My  neighbours  kind,  1  trail,  will  fee  me  laid, 
**  In  humble  hope  of  mercy,  to  repofe  : 
'*  Evil  and  few,  the  patriaich  mourn'd  his  days, 
-'■  Nor  fhall  a  man  prefume  to  vindicate  his  vvayj," 
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THE       WISH:        AN      ELEGY. 
TO      URANIA. 

BY    THOMAS    BLACKLOCK,    D.  D. 

LET  others  travel,  with  inceflant  pain. 
The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  fecure  ; 
Then  with  fond  hopes  carefs  the  precious  bane  j 
In  grandeur  abjedt,  and  in  affluence  poor. 

But  foon,  too  foon,  in  Fancy's  timid  eyes 

Wild  waves  fhall  roll,  and  conflagrations  fpread  ; 

While  bright  in  arms,  and  of  gigantic  fize. 
The  fear-form'd  robber  haunts  the  thorny  bed. 

Let  me,  in  dreadlefs  poverty  retir'd. 

The  real  joys  of  life,  unenvied,  Ihare  : 
Favour'd  by  Love,  and  by  the  Mufe  infpir'd, 

I'll  yield  to  Wealth  its  jealoufy  and  care. 

On  rifing  ground,  the  profpedt  to  command, 

Unting'd  with  fmoke,  where  vernal  breezes  blow. 

In  rural  neatnefs  let  my  cottage  ftand  ; 
Here  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  river  flow.    . 

Oft 
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Oft  from  the  neighbouring  hills  and  paftures  round* 
Let  fheep  with  tender  bleat  falute  my  ear  ; 

Nor  fox  infidious  haunt  the  guiltlefs  ground. 
Nor  man  purfue  the  trade  of  mtirder  near  : 

Far  hence,  kind  heaven  !  expel  the  favage  train, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  and  eager  to'deftfoy;        ' 

tVho  pointed  fteel  with  recent  flaughter  ftaln. 
And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  jOy; 

Ye  Powers  of  focia!  life  and  tender  fong  ! 

To  you  devoted  fhall  my  fields  remain  j 
Here  undiaurb'd  the  peaceful  day  prolong". 

Nor  own  a  fmart  but  Love's  delightful  pain.  ' 

For  you,  my  trees  fhall  wave  their  leafy  fhade  j 
For  you,  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  .air  j 

For  you,  be  Autumn's  blufliing  gifts  difplay'd. 
And  all  that  Nature  yields  of  fweet  or  fair. 

But,  O  !  if  plaints  which  love  and  grief  in  fplrc, 
In  heavenly  breafts  could  e'er  compaffion  find. 

Grant  jne,  ah  !  grant  my  heart's  fupreme  defire. 
And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind. 

For  her,  black  Sadnefs  clouds  my  brighteft  day; 

For  her,  in  tears  the  midnight  vigils  roll  j 
For  her,  cold  horrors  melt  my  powers  away, 

And  chill  the  living  vigour  of  my  foul, 

O  i  Beneath 
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Beneath  her  fcorn  each  youthful  ardor  dies. 
Its  joys^  its  wiflies,  and  its  hopes,  expife  ! 

In  vain  the  fields  of  Science  tempt  my  eyes  ; 
In  vain  for  me  the  Mufes  firing  the  lyre. 

O  !  let  her  oft  my  humble  dwelling  grace. 
Humble  no  more,  if  there  fhe  deign  to  lliine  j 

For  heaven,  unlimited  by  time  or  place. 

Still  waits  on  god-like  worth  and  charms  divine. 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  morn. 

How  fwect  with  her  thro'  lonely  fields  to  ftray ! 

Her  charms  the  lovelieit  landfkip  (hall  adorn. 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  rifing  day. 

tVith  her,  all  Nature  fhines  in  heighten'd  bloom  ; 

The  filver  Ilream  in  fvvecter  mufic  flows  ; 
Odours  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume  ; 

And  deeper  tinflures  paint  the  fpreading  role. 

With  her,  the  fliades  of  night. their  horrors  lofe. 
Its  deepell  filence  charms  if  fhe  be  by  ; 

Her  voice  the  mufic  of  the  dawn  renews. 
Its  lambent  radiance  fparkles  in  her  eye. 

How  fweet,  with  her,  in  Wifdom's  calm  recefs. 
To  brighten  foft  defire  with  wit  refin'd  ! 

Kind  Nature's  laws  with  facred  Afhley  trace, 
And  view  the  faireft  features  of  the  mind  ! 
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Or  borne  on  Milton's  flight,  as  heaven  fuhlrme,-"  '  f'-^ 
View  its  full  blaze  in  open  profpeft  glow  j 

Blefs  the  firfl:  pair  in  Eden's  'nappy  clime. 
Or  drop  the  human  tear  for  endlefs  woe. 

And  when,  in  virtue,  and  In  peace  grown  old. 
No  arts  the  l.mgnid  lamp  of  life  reftore  ; 

Her  let  me  gi^ip  with  hands  convuls'd  and  cold. 
Till  every  nerve  relax'd  can  hold  no  more. 

Long,  long  on  her  my  dying  eyes  fufpend. 
Till  the  laft  beam  Ihall  vibrate  on  my  fight  ; 

Then  foar  where  only  greater  joys  attend. 

And  be^r  her  image  to  eternal  light.  • 

Fond  man,  ah  !  whither  would  thy  fancy  rove  ? 

'Tis  thine  to  languifli  in  uiipitied  fmart ; 
*Tis  thine,  alas  !  eternal  fcorn  to  prove. 

Nor  feel  one  gleam  of  comfort  warm  thy  heart. 

^ut,  if  my  fair  this  cruel  law  Impofe, 
FleasM,  to  her  will  I  all  my  foul  refiga  ; 

T<?  walk  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes. 
Or  finlv  in  death,  nor  at  my  fate  repine. 

Yet  whep,  with  woes  unmingled  and  fincere. 
To  Earth's  cold  womb  in  filence  I  defcend  ; 

Let  her,  to  grace  my  obfequies,  appear. 

And  with  the  weeping  throng  her  forrows  blend. 

O  3  AU 
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Ah  '-  nOyp^s  aUher  hours  with  pleafure  crown*d, 
And  all  her  foul  from  every  anguilTi  free  : 

Should  my  fad  fate  that  gentle  ijoforii  v/ound. 
The  joys  of  heaven  would  be  no  joys  to  me. 


AN    HYMN    TO    FORTITUDE. 

By      THE      SAME. 

fIGHT,  brooding  o'er  her  mute  domain. 
In  awful  filence  wraps  her  reign  ; 
Clouds  prefs  on  clouds,  and,  as  they  rife, 
Condenfe  to  folid  gloom  the  fkies. 
Portentous,  thro'  the  foggy  air. 
To  wake  the  Daemon  of  Defpair, 
The  raven  hoarfe,  and  boding  owl. 
To  Hecate  curft  anthems  howl. 

Intent  v^ith  execrable  art. 
To  burn  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart. 
The  witch,  unhallow'd  bones  to  raife. 
Through  funeral  vaults  and  charnels  ftrays  j 
Calls  the  damn'd  fhade  from  every  cell. 
And  adds  new  labours  to  their  hell. 

And,  (hi^ld  me,  heaven  !  what  hollow  found. 
Like  Fate's  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round  f 

■    The 
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The  bell  ftrikes  one,  that-magic  hour. 
When  rifing  fiends  exert  their  power. 
And  now,  Ture  now,  fome  caufe  unbleft 
Breathes  more  than  horror  thro'  my  breaft  : 
How  deep^the  breeze  !  :ho.v'  Jim  the  light ! 
What  fpeftres  fwim  before  my  light  ! 
My  frozen  limbs  pale  Terror  chains. 
And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  ray  brains  : 
My  icy  blood  forgets  to  roll. 
And  Death  e'en  feems  to  feii;e  my  foal. 
What  facred  pow^r,  vvhat  healing  arl". 
Shall  bid  my  foul  herfelf  afl'ert ; 
Shall  roufe  th'  immortal  af^ivf  flame. 
And  teach  her  whence  her  being  came  i 

O  Fortitude  !  divinely  bright, 
O  Virtue's  child,  and  man's  delight! 
Defcend,  an  amicable  gueft, 
And  with  thy  firmnefs  fteel  my  breaft  : 
Defcend,  propitious  to  my  lays. 
And,  while  my  lyre  refounds  thy  praife. 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong. 
Exalt  my  foul,  and  warm  my  fong. 

When  raving  in  eternal  pains. 
And  loaded  with  ten  thoufand  chains* 
Vice,  deep  in  Phlegeton,  yet  lay. 
Nor  with  her  vifage  blafted  day  ; 
Jsfo  fear  to  guiltlefs  man  was  known. 
For  God  and  Virtue  reign'd  alone. 

O4.  But^ 
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But,  when  from  native  flames  and  night. 
The  curfed  monfter  wing'd  her  flight. 
Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chas'd  fweet  Contentment  from  her  reign  ; 
^Plac'd  Death  and  Hell  before  each  eye,   , 
And  wrapt  in  mift  the  golden  fky; 
9^ani/h'd  !from  day  each  dear  delight. 
And  ftiook  with  confcious  ftarts  the  night. 

When,  from  th'  imperial  feats  on  high. 
The  Lord  of  Nature  turn'd  his  eye. 
To  view  the  ftate  of  things  below  ; 
Still  bleft  to  make  his  creatures  {q  : 
From  earth  he  faw  Aftraea  fly^ 
And  feck  her  Rianflons  in  the  flcy  ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olives,  left  her  throne. 
And  white-rob'd  Innocence  was  gone  : 
While  Vice,  reveal'd  in  open  day. 
Sole  tyrant  rul'd  with  iron  fway  j 
And  Virtue  veil'd  her  weeping  charms. 
And  fled  for  refuge  to  his  arras. 
Her  altars  fcorn'd,  her  fhrines  defac'd— 
W'hom  thus  th'  Eflential  Good  addrefs'd  : 

**  Thou,  whom  ray  foul  adores  alone, 
'*  Effulgent  fliarer  of  my  throne, 
"  Fair  Emprefs  of  Eternity  ! 
*•'  Who  uncreated  reign'ft  like  me. ; 
"  Whom  I,  v/ho  fole.  and  boundlefs  fway, 
*•  With  pleafure  infinite  obey; 


To 
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^*  To  yon  ^iui'^al  fcenes  below, 

f '  Who  feel  their  folly  in  their  woe, 

*'  Again  propitious  turn  thy  flight; 

*.'  Again  oppofe  yon  tyrant's  might ; 

^'  To  e^rth  thy  cloudlefs  charms  difdofe, 

f*  Revive  thy  friends,  and  blaft  thy  foes : 

"  Thy  triumphs  man  ihall  raptur'd  fee, 

*•  A£t,  fufFer,  live,  an^l  die  for  thep. 

**  But  fince  all  crimes  their  hell  contain., 

"  Since  all  muft  feel  who  merit  pain, 

*•  Let  Fortitude  thy  fteps  attend, 

**  And  be,  like  thee,  to  man  a  friend  5 

"  To  urge  him  on  the  arduous  ron,d, 

'*  That  leads  to  virtue,  blifs,  and  God,^ 

*•  To  blunt  the  Hing  of  every  grief, 

**  And  be  to  all  a  near  relief." 

He  faid  ;  and  fhe  with  fmiles  divine. 
Which  made  all  heaven  more  brightly  fiiine. 
To  earth  returned  with  all  her  train. 
And  brought  the  golden  age  again. 
,^ince  earing  mortals,  unconftrain'd. 
The  God,  that  warips  their  breaft,  profan'd. 
She,  guardian  of  their  joys  no  more. 
Could  only  leave  them,  and  deplore : 
They,  now  the  eafy  prey  of  Pain, 
Curft  in  their  wifh,  their  choice  obtain  ! 
Till  armM  with  heaven  and  fate,  flie  came 
Her  deftin'd  honours  to  reclaim. 


Vice 
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Vice  and  her  flaves  beheld  her  flighty 
And  fled  like  birds  obfcene  from  lights 
Back  to  th'  abode  of  plagues  return. 
To  fin  and  fmart,  blafpheme  and  burn. 

Thou,  Goddefs !  fince,  with  facred  aid. 
Hall  every  grief  and  pain  allay'd. 
To  joy  converted  every  fmart. 
And  plac'd  a  heaven  in  every  heart : 
By  thee  we  aft,  by  thee  fuftain. 
Thou  facred  antidote  of  Pain  ! 
At  thy  great  nod  the  ''  Alps  fubfide, 
Reluftant  rivers  turn  their  tide  ; 
With  all  thy  force  Alcides  warm'd. 
His  hand  againft  oppreflion  arm'd  : 
By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  ftrung. 
By  thee  his  ftrength  for  ever  young  ; 
And  whilft  on  brutal  force  he  prefs'd. 
His  vigour  with  his  foes  increas'd; 
By  thee,  like  Jove's  almighty  hand. 
Ambition's  havock  to  withftand, 
*"  Timoleon  rofe,  the  fcourge  of  fate. 
And  hurl'd  a  tyrant  from  hisftate  ; 
The  brother  in  his  foul  ftfbdu'd. 
And  warm'd  the  poniard  in  his  blood  ; 

«  Alluding  to  the  hidory  of  Hannibal. 

f  Timoleon,  haviag-long  in  vain  importuned  his  brother  to  refign 
the  defpotifm  of  Corinth,  ?t  laft  reftored  the  libeity  of  the  people  by 
ftabbing  him.     Vid.  Plut,  , 

,  t  Afo^l 
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A  foul  by  fo  much  virtue  fir'd. 

Not  Greece  alone,  but  heaven  admlr'd. 

But  in  thefe  dregs  of  human  kind, 
Thefe  days  to  guilt  and  fear  refign'd. 
How  rare  fuch  views  the  heart  elate 
To  brave  the  laft  extremes  of  fate  ! 
Like  heaven's  almighty  power,  ferene,- 
With  fix'd  regard  to  view  the  fcene. 
When  Nature  quakes  beneath  the  ftorm. 
And  Horror  wears  its  direft  form. 
Tho'  future  worlds  are  now  defcry'd, 
Tho'  Paul  has  writ,  and  Jefus  dy'd, 
Difpell'd  the  dark  infernal  fhade. 
And  all  the  heaven  of  heavens  difplay'd  ; 
Curft  with  unnumber'J  groundlefs  fears. 
How  pale  yon  fhivering  wretch  appears ! 
For  him  the  day-light  ihines  in  vain. 
For  him  the  fields  no  joys  contain  ; 
Nature's  whole  charms  to  him  are  loft. 
No  more  the  woods  their  mufic  boaft  ; 
No  more  the  meads  their  vernal  bloom. 
No  more  the  gales  their  rich  perfume  : 
Impending  mifts  deform  the  flcy. 
And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye. 
In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude. 
By  day  he  mingles  with  the  croud ; 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey, 
Jn  bufy  crouds,  and  open  day. 
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If  night  hi?  lonely  walk  furprize. 
What  horrid  vifions  round  him  rife  ? 
That  blafted  oak,  which  meets  his  way. 
Shown  by  the  meteor's  fudden  ray. 
The  midnight  murderer's  known  retreaVi 
Felt  heaven's  avengeful  bolt  of  late  ; 
The  clafhing  chain,  the  groan  profound. 
Loud  from  yon  ruin'd  tower  refound  ; 
And  now  the  fpot  he  feems  to  tread. 
Where  fome  felf-flaughter'd  corfe  was  laid  ; 
He  feels  fixt  Earth  beneath  him  bend. 
Deep  murmurs  from  her  caves  afcend  j 
Till  all  his  foul,  by  fancy  fway'd. 
Sees  lurid  phantoms  croud  the  ftiade  j 
While  ftirouded  manes  palely  flare. 
And  beckoning  wiih  to  breathe  their  care; 
Thus  real  woes  from  falfe  he  bears. 
And  feels  the  death,  the  hell  he  fears. 

O  thou  !  whofe  fpirit  warms  my  iong, 
With  energy  divinely  ftrong, 
Ereft  his  foul,  confirm  his.breafl:. 
And  let  him  know  the  fweets  of  reft  j 
Till  every  human  pain  and  care, 
AH  that  may  be,  and  all  that  are. 
But  falfe  imagin'd  ills  appear. 
Beneath  our  hope,  our  grief,  or  fear. 
And,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid. 
By  thee  be  all  my  woes  allay'd  j 
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With  fcorn  Inftruft  me  to  defy 
Impofing  fear,  and  lawlefs  joy  ; 
To  ftruggle  thro'  this  fcene  of  flrlfe. 
The  pains  of  death,  the  pangs  of  life. 
With  conllant  brow  to  meet  my  fate. 
And  meet  ftill  more,  Euanthe's  hate. 
And  when  fome  fwain  her  charms  fhall  claim, 
'Who  feels  not  half  my  generous  flame, 
Whofe  cares  her  angel- voice  beguiles. 
On  whom  (he  bends  her  heavenly  fmiles ; 

For  whom  (he  weeps,  for  whom  (he  glows. 

On  whom  her  treafur'd  foul  bellows ; 

When  perfea  mutual  joy  they  (hare. 

Ah  I  joy  enhanc'd  by  my  defpair ! 
'Mix  beings  in  eaCh  flaming  kifs. 

And  bleft,  (till  rife  to  higher  blifs ; 

Then,  then,  exert  my  utmoft  power. 

And  teach  me  being  to  endure ; 

Left  reafon  from  the  helm  (hoffld  (lart. 

And  lawlefs  fury  rule  my  heart ; 

Left  madnefs  all  my  foul  fubdue. 

To  aflt  her  Maker,  What  doft  thou  ? 

Yet,  couldft  thou,  in  that  dreadful  hour. 

On  my  rack'd  foul  all  Lethe  pour. 

Or  fan  me  with  the  gelid  breeze. 

That  chains  in  ice  th'  indignant  feas  j 

Or  wrap  my  heart  in  ten  fold  fteel, 

I  ftill  am  man,  and  ftill  muft  feel.  ^^^ 
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ODE    AGAINST   ILL-NATURE. 
BY  CHRISTOPHER  SMART,  M.  A.  S 

I. 

OFFSPRING  of  Folly  and  of  Pride, 
To  all  that's  odious,  all  that's  bafe  ally'd  j 
Nurs'd  up  by  Vice,  by  Pravity  mifled. 
By  pedant  AfFeftation  taught  and  bred  : 


t  Chriftopher  Smart  was  born  at  Shipborne,  in  Kent,  his  fzthti 
being  fteward  to  Lord  Vane.  He  was  once  the  favourite  of  Pem» 
broke  Hall,  Cambridge,  where  he  received  part  of  His.  education,  took 
the  degree  of  M.  A.  and  became  a  fellow.  At  this  early  period  of 
his  life  he  was  not  more  remarkable  for  his  learning  than  his  hu- 
mour, of  which  many  examples  are  Hill  remembered  by  his  academi- 
cal acquaintance.  He  loft  his  fellowflHp  by  marriage,  and  faUing  into 
habits  of  intemperance,  funk  himfelf  in  the  opinion  of  the  world,  and 
la  the  end  reduced  himfelf  to  a  ftate  of  infaniry.  For  feveral  years  he 
was  confined  in  a  mad-houfe,  and  during,  that  time  is  faid  to  have 
compleated  his  tranflation  of  the  Pfalms.  After  his  releafe  from 
confinement,  he  publiihed  many  pieces,  but  lived  generally  in  the  moil 
deplorable  ftate  of  poverty.  At  length,  after  fuffering  the  accumu- 
lated miferies  of  debts,  difeafe,  and  lunacy,  he  was  releafed  by  death 
•n  the  2ift  of  May,  177 !• 

z  Away, 
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Away,  thou  hideous,  hell-born  fprightv 
Go,  rvvith  thy  looks  of  dark  defign. 

Sullen,  four,  and  faturnine  ; 
Fly  to  fome  gloomy  fhade,  nor  blot  the  goodly  light. 

Thy  planet  was  remote,  when  I  was  born  j 
'Twas  Mercury  that  rul*d  my  natal  morn, 

What  time  the  fun  exerts  his  genial  ray. 
And  ripens  for  enjoyment  every  growing  day  i 

When  to  exift  is  but  to  love  and  fing. 
And  fprightly  Aries  fmiles  upon  the  fpring, 
II. 

There  in  yon  lonefome  heath. 
Which  Flora,  or  Sylvanus  never  knevy. 

Where  never  vegetable  drank  the  dew^ 
Or  beaft,  or  fowl  attempts  to  breathe  ; 

Where  Nature's  pencil  has  no  colours  laid. 
But  all  is  blank,  and  univerfal  fhade  ; 

Contrail  to  figure,  motion,  life  and  light, 
There  may'ft  thou  vent  thy  fpight. 

For  ever  curfing,  and  for  ever  curs'd. 
Of  all  th'  infernal  crew  the  worfl ; 

The  worft  in  genius,  meafure  and  degree  ; 
For  envy,  hatred,  malice,  are  but  parts  of  thee. 

III. 
Or  wouldft  thou  change  the  fcene,  and  quit  thy  dea. 

Behold  the  heaven-dcferced  fen, 
Where  fpleen,  by  vapours  denfe  begot  and  bred,, 

Hardnefs  of  heart,  and  heavinefs  of  head. 
Have  rais'd  their  darkfome   walls,    and    plac'd   thcrr 
thorny  bed  j 

There 
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There  may*A  thou  all  thy  bltternefs  uhload, 
Thel-e  may'ft  thou  croak,  in  concert  with  the  todd : 

With  thee  the  hollow  howling  winds  fhall  jbin. 
Nor  ftiall  the  bittern  her  bafe  throat  deny; 

The  querulous  frogs  fhall  mix  their  dirge  with  thine^ 
Th'  ear-piercing  hern,  and  plover  fcreaming  high. 

While  million  humming  gnats  fit  oellrum  fhall  fup^^ly; 
IV. 
Away — aWay — behold  an  hideous  band. 

An  herd  df  all  thy  minions  are  at  hand  : 
Sufpicion  firll:  with  jealous  caution  flalks; 

And  ever  looks  around  her  as  fhe  walks, 
"With  bibulous  ear  imperfe^l  founds  to  catch. 

And  prompt  to  liflen  at  her  neighbour's  latchi 
Next  Scandal's  meagre  fhade. 
Foe  to  the  Virgin's,  and  the  Poet's  farfie; 

A  wither'd,  time-deflower'd  old  maid. 
That  ne'er  enjoy'd  Love's  ever  facred  flame. 

Hypocrify  fucceeds,  with  faint-like  look. 

And  elevates  her  hands,  and  plods  upon  her  booK, 
Next  comes  illiberal  fcrambling  Avarice, 

Then  Vanity  and  Afieftation  nice — 
See,  fhe  falutes  her  fliadow  with  a  bow. 

As  in  fhort  Gallic  trips  flie  minces  by. 
Starting  Antipathy  is  in  her  eye. 

And  fqueamifhly  flie  knits  her  fcornful  brow. 
To  thee.  Ill-nature,  all  the  numerous  group. 

With  lowly  reference  iloop  — 
They  wait  thy  call,  and  mourn  thy  long  delay. 

Away — thou  art  infedious — halle  away. 
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ODE    ON    ST.    CECILIA'S    DAY. 
BY     THE      SAME. 

i. 

FROM  your  lyre-enchanted  towers^ 
Ye  mulically  myilic  Powers, 
Ye,  that  inform  the  tuneful  fpheres. 
Inaudible  to  mortal  ears. 

While  each  orb  in  ether  fwims  , 

Accordant  to  th'  infpiring  hymns  ; 
Hither  Paradife  remove. 
Spirits  of  Harmony  and  Love  ! 
Thou  too,  divine  Urania,  deign  to  appear. 
And  with  thy  fweetly  folemn  lute 
To  the  grand  argument  the  numbers  fult  J 
Such  as  fublime  and  clear. 
Replete  with  heavenly  love„ 
Charm  th'  enraptur'd  fouls  above. 
Difdainful  of  fantailic  play. 

Mix  on  your  ambrofial  tongue. 
Weight  of  fenfe  with  found  of  fong. 
And  be  angelically  gay. 
Vol.  II.  ,    P  n.  And 
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'  H. 

And  you,  ye  fons  of  Harmony  below. 

How  little  lefs  than  angels,  when  ye  fing ! 
V/ith  Emulation's  kindling  warmth  Ihall  glow. 
And  from  your  mellow-modulating  throats 
The  tribute  of  your  grateful  notes 
In  union  of  piety  Ihall  bring. 

Shall  Echo  from  her  vocal  cave 
Repay  each  note  the  fhepherd  gave. 
And  (hall  not  we  our  miftrefs  praife. 
And  give  her  back  the  borrow'd  lays  ? 
But  farther  ftill  our  praifes  we  purfue ; 

For  ev'n  Cecilia,  mighty  maid, 

Confefs'd  Ihe  had  fuperior  aid — 

She  did  — and  other  rites  to  greater  powers  are  dae  : 

Higher  fwell  the  found  and  higher  : 

Let  the  winged  numbers  climb  : 

To  the  heaven  of  heavens  afpire. 

Solemn,  facred,  and  fublime  : 
From  heaven  Mufic  took  its  rife. 
Return  it  to  its  native  flcies. 
III. 
Mufic's  a  celeftial  art ; 

Ceafe  to  wonder  at  its  power, 
Tho'  lifelefs  rocks  to  motion  ftart, 

Tho'  trees  dance  lightly  from  the  bower, 
Tho'  rolling  floods  in  fweet  fufpence 
Are  held,  and  lillen  into  fenfe. 
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in  Penfhurll  plains,  when  Waller,  fick  with  love. 
Has  found  fome  filent,  folitary  grove. 
Where  the  vague  moon-beams  pour  a  filver  flood 
Of  tremulous  light  athwart  th'  unftiaven  wood. 

Within  an  hoary  mofs-grown  cell. 
He  lays  his  carelefs  limbs  without  referve. 
And  ftrikes,  impetuous  ftrikes  each  querulous  nerve 
Of  his  refounding  fliell. 
In  all  the  woods,  in  all  the  plains^ 
Around  a  lively  ftillnefs  reigns  ; 
The  deer  approach  the  fecret  fcene. 
And  weave  their  way  thro'  labyrinths  green  ; 
While  Philomela  learns  the  lay. 
And  anfwers  from  the  neighbouring  bay. 
But  Medway,  melancholy  mute. 

Gently  on  his  urn  reclines. 
And  all-attentive  to  the  lute. 

In  uncomplaining  anguifh  pines  | 
The  chryftal  waters  weep  away. 
And  bear  the  tidings  to  the  fea  : 

Neptune  in  the  boifterous  feas. 
Spreads  the  placid  bed  of  peace. 
While  each  blaft. 
Or  breathes  its  lad. 
Or  juft  does  figh  a  fymphony  and  ceafc, 
IV. 
Behold  Arion — on  the  ftern  he  Hands, 
Pall'd  in  theatrical  attire, 

V  z  T© 
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To  the  mute  ftrings  he  moves  th'  enlivening  hands. 

Great  in  diftrefs,  and  wakes  the  golden  lyre: 
While  in  a  tender  Orthian  ftrain 
He  thus  accofis  the  miflrefs  of  the  main  : 
By  the  bright  beams  of  Cynthia's  eyes'. 
Thro'  which  your  waves  attracted  rife. 

And  adluate  the  hoary  deep  j 
By  the  feciet  coral  cell. 
Where  Love,  and  Joy,  and  Neptune  dwell. 

And  peaceful  floods  in  filence  fleep ; 
By  the  fea-flovvers,  that  immerge 
Their  heads  around  the  grotto's  verge. 

Dependent  from  the  {looping  Item  ; 
By  each  roof-fufpended  drop. 
That  lightly  lingers  on  the  top. 

And  hefitates  into  a  gem  ; 
By  thy  kindred  watery  gods. 
The  lakes,  the  rivulets,  founts  and  floods. 
And  all  the  Powers  that  live  unfeen 
Underneath  the  liquid  green  ; 
Great  Amphitrite  (for  thou.canfl  bind 
The  ftorm,  and  regulate  the  wind) 
Hence  waft  me,  fair  Goddefs,  oh  waft  me  away. 
Secure  from  the  men,  and  the  monfters  of  prey  ! 
V. 
He  fung — The  winds  are  charm'd  to  fleep. 
Soft  Itillnefs  fteals  along  the  deep. 
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The  Tritons  and  the  Nereids  figh 
In  foul-refledHng  fympathy. 
And  all  the  audience  of  waters  weep. 
But  Amphitrite  her  dolphin  fends — the  fame. 
Which  erft  to  Neptune  brough  t  the  nobly  ^rj  ur'd  dame. — 

Pleas'd  to  obey,  the  beauteous  monfter  flies. 
And  on  his  fcales  as  the  gilt  fun-beams  play. 
Ten  thoufand  variegated  dies 
In  copious  ftreatns  of  luftre  rife. 
Rife  o'er  the  level  main,  and  fignify  his  way.— 
And  now  the  joyous  Bard,  in  triumph  bore. 
Rides  the  voluminous  wave,  and  makes  the  wifti'd-forihore. 
Come,  ye  feftive,  fecial  throng, 
Who  fweep  the  lyre,  or  pour  the  fong. 
Your  nobleft  melody  employ. 
Such  as  becomes  the  mouth  of  Joy  ; 
Bring  the  Iky-afpiring  thought. 
With  bright  expreflion  richly  wrought  j 
And  hail  the  Mufe  afcendiag  on  her  throne. 
The  main  at  length  fubdu'd,  and  all  the  world  her  own. 

VI. 
But  o'er  th'  affe£^ions  too  fhe  claims  the  fway. 
Pierces  the  human  heart,  and  fteals  the  foul  away  j 
And  as  attraftive  founds  move  high  or  low, 
Th'  obedient  ductile  paflions  ebb  and  flow. 
Has  any  nymph  her  faithful  lover  loft. 
And  in  the  vificns  of  the  night. 
And  all  the  day-dreams  of  the  light. 
In  Sorrow's  tempell  turbulently  toil — 

P  J  From 
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From  her  cheeks  the  rofes  die. 
The  radiations  vanifh  from  her  fun-bright  eye^ 
And  her  breaft,  the  throne  of  love. 
Can  hardly,  hardly,  hardly  move. 
To  fend  th'  ambrofial  figh. 
!But  let  the  fkilful  Bard  appear. 
And  pour  the  founds  medicinal  in  her  ear  :  , 

Sing  fome  fad,  fome  plaintive  ditty, 

Steept  in  tears  that  endlefs  flow. 
Melancholy  notes  of  pity. 

Notes  that  mean  a  world  of  woe  ; 
She  too  fhall  fympathize,  fhe  too  fhall  moan^ 
And  pitying  others  forrows  figli  away  her  own, 

vir. 

Wake,  wake  the  kettle-drum,  prolong 
The  fwelling  trumpet's  filver  fong. 
And  let  the  kindred  accents  pafs 
Thro'  the  horn's  meandering  brafs. 
Arife — The  patriot  Mufe  invites  to  war. 
And  mounts  Bellona's  brazen  car  ; 
While  Harmony,  terrific  maid  ! 
Appears  in  martial  pomp  array'd : 
The  fvvord,  the  target,  and  the  lance 
She  wields,  and  as  the  moves,  exalts  the  Pyrrhic  dance. 
Trembles  the  earth,  refound  the  fkies — 
Swift  o'er  the  fleet,  the  camp  flae  flies 
With  thunder  in  her  voice,  and  lightning  in  her  eyes^ 
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The  gallant  warriors  engage 
With  inextinguifhable  rage. 

And  hearts  unchill'd  with  fear  : 
Fame  numbers  all  the  chofen  bands. 
Full  in  the  front  fair  Viftory  ftands. 
And  triumph  crowns  the  rear, 
VIII. 
But  hark  the  temple's  hoUow'd  roof  refounds. 
And  Purcell  lives  alon-  the  folemn  founds.—^ 
Mellifluous,  yet  manly  too. 

He  pours  his  ftrains  along. 
As  from  the  lion  Sampfon  flew. 

Comes  fweetnefs  from  the  ftrong. 
Not  like  the  foft  Italian  fwains. 
He  trills  the  weak  enervate  ftraias. 

Where  Senfe  and  Muflc  are  at  ftrife  ; 
His  vigorous  notes  with  meaning  teem. 
With  fire,  with  force  explain  the  theme. 
And  fing  the  fubjedl  into  life. 
Attend — he  fings  Cecilia — matchlefs  dame!" 
'Tis  flie — 'tis  Ihe — fond  to  extend  her  fame. 
On  the  loud  chords  the  notes  confpire  to  fl.ay# 
<And  fweetly  fwell  into  a  long  delay. 

And  dwell  delighted  on  her  name. 
Blow  on,  ye  facred  organs,  blow. 
In  tones  magnificently  flow  ; 
Such  is  the  muflc,  fuch  the  lays 
Which  fuit  your  fair  inventrefs'  praife  : 
I  •  ^4  While 
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While  round  religious  filence  reigns. 
And  loitering  winds  expeft  the  ftrains. 
Hail  majeftic  mournful  meafure. 
Source  of  many  a  penfive  pleafure  ! 
Bleft  pledge  of  love  to  mortals  given. 
As  pattern  of  the  reft  of  heaven  ! 
And  thou,  chief  honour  of  the  veil. 
Hail,  harmonious  virgin,  hail  ! 
When  Death  ihall  blot  out  every  name. 
And  Time  (hall  break  the  trump  of  Fame,    . 

Angels  may  liften  to  thy  lute  : 
Thy  power  fhall  laft,  thy  bays  fhall  bloom. 
When  tongues  fhall  ceafe,  and  worlds  confumCj, 
And  all  the  tuneful  fpheres  be  mute. 


THE 
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THE  SEASONS. 

IN    IMITATION    OF    SPENSER. 
BY     MOSES     MENDEZ,    ESQ^h 


SPRING. 

ERE  yet  I  fing  the  round  revolving  year. 
And  (how  the  toils  and  pailime  of  the  fwain. 
At '  Alcon's  grave  I  drop  a  pious  tear  ; 

Right  well  he  knew  to  raife  his  learned  flrain. 
And,  like  his  Milton,  fcorn'd  the  rhiming  chain. 
Ah  !  cruel  Fate,  to  tear  him  from  our  eyes  ; 

Receive  this  wreath,  albe  the  tribute's  vain  ; 
From  the  green  fod  may  flowers  immortal  rife. 

To  mark  the  facred  fpot  where  the  fweet  Poet  lies ', 

f 

It  is  ^he  Cuckow  that  announceth  Spring, 

And  with  his  ^  wreakful  tale  the  fpoufe  doth  fray  ; 

Jvlean  while  the  Finches  harmlefs  ditties  fing. 
And  hop,  in  buxom  youth,  from  fpray  to  fpray, 

^»   See  Dodflcy's  Colledllon,  vol.  iv.  p.  127. 
i  Mr.  Thcmlon,  author  of  the  Seafons, 
i*  Revengeful, 

Proud 
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FfOud  as  Sir  Paridel  of  rich  array. 
The  little  wantons  that  draw  Venus  team. 

Chirp  amorous  thro'  the  grove  in  beavies  gay  j 
And  he,  who  erft  gain'd  Leda's  fond  elleem. 
Now  fails  on  Thamis'  tide,  the  glory  of  the  ftreatn  f 

Proud  as  the  Turkifh  foldan,  chaunticleer 

Sees,  with  delight,  his  numerous  race  around  ; 
He  grants  frelh  favours  to  each  female  near  ; 

por  love  as  well  as  cherifaunce  renown'd. 

The  waddling  dame  that  did  the  Gauls  confound. 
Her  tawny  fons  doth  lead  to  rivers  cold  ; 

While  Juno's  '  dearling,  with  majeftic  bound. 
To  charm  his  "'  leman  doth  his  train  unfold. 
That  glows  with  vivid  green,  that  flames  with  burning 
gold. 

The  balmy  cowflip  gilds  the  fmiling  plain. 

The  virgin  fnow-drop  boafts  her  filvcr  hue. 
An  hundred  tints  the  gaudy  daify  ftain. 

And  the  meek  violet,  in  -amis  blue 

Creeps  low  to  earth,  and  hides  from  public  view  : 
But  the  rank  nettle  rears  her  creft  on  high ; 

So  ribaulds  loofe  their  front  unblufliing  Ihew, 
While  modeft  merit  doth  neglefted  lie. 
And  pines  in  lonely  fhade  unfeen  of  vulgar  eye. 


Dirling.  "»  Lover. 

See 
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See !  all  around  the  gall-Iefs  "  culvers  bill. 
Mean  while  the  nightingale's  becalming  lays 

Mix  with  the  plaintive  mufic  of  the  rill. 

The  which  in  various  °  gyres  the  meaaovv  P  bays. 
Behold  !  the  welkin  burfts  into  a  blaze  ! 

Fall  by  the  car  of  light  the  nimble  Hours, 
In  fongs  of  triumph,  hail  his  genial  rays. 

And,  as  they  "5  wend  to  Thetis  cooling  bowers, 

f  hey  bound  along  the  (ley,  and  ftrew  the  heavens  with 
flowers, 

/Ind  now  the  human  bofom  melts  to  love  ; 

The  raptur'd  Bard  awakes  his  fkilful  lyre. 
By  running  ftreams,  or  in  the  lauiel  grove. 

He  tunes  to  amorous  notes  his  founding  wire  : 

All,  all  is  harmony,  and  all  defire. 
The  happy  numbers  charm  the  blooming  maid  ; 

Her  blufliing  cheeks  pronounce  her  heart  on  fire. 
She  now  confents,  then  ftiuns  th'  embowering  (hade. 
With  faint  reluftance  yields  ;  defirous,  yet  afraid. 

Now  ruftic  Cuddy,  with  untutor'd  throat, 

(Tho'  much  admir'd,  I  ween,  of  nymph  and  fvvain) 

^y  various  fongs  would  various  ends  promote. 
Seeks  he  to  prove  that  woman's  vov/s  are  vain  ! 
He  Bateman's  fortune  tells,  a  baleful  flrain  ! 


f?  Doves.         0  Circles,  or  windings.         P  Bathes.         1  Go. 

And 
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And  if  to  honour  Britain  he  be  led. 

He  flags  a  'prentice  bold  in  londs  profane. 
Who,  all  unarm'd,  did  ftrike  two  lions  dead. 
Tore  forth  their  fa,vage  hearts,  and  did  a  princefs  wed. 

But  hark!   the  bag-pipe  fummons  to  the  green. 

The  jocund  bag- pipe,  that  awaketh  fport : 
The  blithefome  lafTes,  as  the  morning  fheen, 

./Vround  the  flower-crovvn'd  may-pole  quick  re  fort ; 

The  gods  of  pleafure  here  have  fix'd  their  court. 
Quick  on  the  wing  the  flying  mcmeni  feize. 

Nor  build  up  arnple  fchenus,  for  life  is  ftiort. 
Short  as  the  whifper  of  the  pafiing  breeze, 
Yet,  ah  !  in  vain  I  preach— -mine  heart  is  ill  at  eafe, 

SUM        IvI        E        R. 

(lENEATH  yon  '  fnubby  oak's  extended  fhade 
Safe  let  me  hide  me  from  the  eye  of  day  ; 
Nor  Ihail  the  dog-ftar  this  retreat  invade. 

As  thro'  the  heavens  he  fpeeds  his  burning  way  : 
The  fultry  lion  rages  for  his  prey. 
Ah  Phccbus,  quench  thy  wild  deflioying  fire. 

Each  flow    .\,  each  flirub  doth  fink  beneath  thy  ray. 
Save  the  frelh  laurel,  that  ihall  ne  er  expire ; 
The  leaves  that  crown  a  bard  may  brave  celellial  ire. 

r  Knotty. 

0? 
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Or  fhall  I  hie  to  mine  own  hermitage. 

Round  which  the  wanton  vine  her  arms  doth  wirtd. 
There  may  1  lonely  turn  the  facred  page. 

Improve  my  reafon,  and  amend  my  mind  ; 

Here  'gainil  Life's  ills  a  remedy  I  find. 
An  hundred  flowers  embofs  the  verdant  ground  j 

A  little  brook  doth  my  fweet  cottage  bind, 
Its  waters  yield  a  melancholy  found. 
And  footh  to  ftudy  deep,  or  lull  to  fleep  profound. 

The  playful  infefl  hopping  in  the  grafs 
Doth  tire  the  hearer  with  his  fonnet  fhrill  ; 

The  pool-fprung  gnat  on  founding  wing  doth  pafs. 
And  on  the  ^  ramping  Heed  doth  fuck  his  fill : 
Ah  me,  can  little  creatures  work  fuch  ill ! 

The  patient  cow  doth,  to  efchew  the  heat, 
H?r  body  fteep  within  the  r.eighb'ring  rill; 

And  while  the  lambs  in  fainter  voices  bleat. 

Their  mothers  hang  their  head,  in  doleful  plight  I  weet, 

'  Rechlefs  of  feafons,  fee  the  lufty  fwains 
Along  the  meadow  fpread  the  tawny  hay  : 

The  maidens  too  undaunted  feek  the  plains, 
Ne  fear  to  ihow  their  faces  to  the  ray; 
But  all  the  honeit  badge  of  toil  difplay. 


s  Starting,  flying-out.  *  Caretefs, 


See 
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See  how  they  mould  the  haycock's  rifing  head  j 
While  wanton  Colin,  full  of  amorous  play, 

Down  throweth  Sufan,  who  doth  fhriek  for  dreads 
Fear  not — thou  canft  be  hurt  upon  fo  foft  a  bed. 

At  length  the  fun  doth  haften  to  repofe. 

And  all  the  vault  of  heaven  is  ftreak'd  with  light  ; 

in  flamy  gold  the  ruddy  welkin  glows. 

And,  for  the  noon-day  heat,  our  pains  doth  "  quite^ 
For  all  is  calm,  ferene,  and  paffing  bright : 

Favonius  gently  fkims  along  the  grove. 

And  iheds  fvveet  odours  from  his  penrions  light. 

The  little  bat  in  giddy  orbs  doth  rove. 

And  loud  the  fcreech-owl  ihrieks,  to  roufe  her  blue-ey'd 
love. 

Menalcas  came  to  taile  the  evening  gale. 

His  cheeks  impurpled  with  the  rofe  of  youth  : 

I-Je  won  each  damfel  with  his  piteous  tale. 

They  thought  they  liften'd  to  the  words  of  truth. 
Yet  their  belief  did  work  them  muchel  ^  ruth. 

His  oaths  were  light  as  goffimer,  or  air. 

His  tongue  was  poifonous  as  an  afpic's  tooth. 

Ah  !  ceafe  to  promife  joy,  and  give  defpair  : 

*Tis  brave  to  fmite  the  foe,  'tis  bafe  to  wrong  the  fair. 

*  Requite,  "  Sorrow. 

Thtf 
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The  gentle  Thyrfis,  mild  as  opening  morn, 

-    Came  to  the  lawn,  and  Marian  there  was  found  : 

Marian,  whom  many  hufwife  arts  adorn  : 
Right  well  (he  knew  the  apple  to  furround 
With  dulcet  crufl: :  and  Thomalin  renown'd 

For  prow  ^  atchievements  in  the  wrellling  ring; 
He  held  at  nought  the  vantage  of  the  ground, 

Sut  prone  to  earth  the  hardieft  wight  would  fling  ; 

Such  was  Alcides  erft,  if  poets  ^  footh  do  fmg. 

From  tree-crown'd  hill,  from  flower-enamel'd  vale. 

The  mild  inhabitants  in  crouds  appear 
To  tread  a  meafure ;  while  Night's  regent  pale 

Doth  thro'  the  flcy  her  filver  chariot  ilecr, 

Whofe  lucid  wheels  were  deck'd  with  dew  drops  clear  ;> 
The  which,  like  pearls,  defcended  on  the  plain. 

Now  every  youth  doth  clafp  his  millrefs  dear. 
And  every  nymph  rewards  her  conftant  fwain. 
Thrice  happy  he  who  loves  and  is  belov'd  again, 

y  Hardy,  valiant.        -  '  «  Truth, 


AUTUMN. 
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A      U      T      U      M      'N. 

SEE  jolly  Autumn,  clad  in  hunter's  green. 
In  v/holefoine  ^  lufty-hed  doth  mount  the  fphere  j 
A  leafy  girlond  binds  her  temples  fheen, 
Infludded  richly  with  the  fpiky  ear. 
Her  riglit  iiand  bears  a  vine-encircled  fpear^ 
Such  as  the  crew  did  wield  whom  Bacchus  lad. 
When  to  the  Ganges  he  his  courfe  did  fleer  ; 
And  in  her  left  a  bugle  horn  ftie  had. 
On  which  Ihe  ''  eft  did  blow,  and  make  the  heart  right 
glad. 

In  flow  procefCon  moves  the  tottering  wain, 

The  fun-burnt  hinds  their  finifh'd  toil  "^  enfue  ;    • 
Now  in  the  barn  they  houfe  the  glittering  grain, 

And  there  the  cries  of  "  harveft-home"  reiiew. 

The  honell  farmer  does  his  friends  ''  falew. 
And  them  with  jugs  of  ale  his  wife  doth  treat. 

Which  for  that  purpofe  fhe  at  home  did  brew  ; 
They  laugh,  they  fport,  and  homely  jefls  repeat. 
Then  fmack  their  laffes  lips,  their  lips  as  honey  Aveet, 

a  Vigour.  ^  Often.  c  Follow.  ^  Salute. 

On 
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On  ev6ry  hill  the  purple  blufliing  vine 

Beneath  her  leaves  her  racy  fruit  doth  hide  ; 
^  Albe  fhe  pour  not  floods  of  foaming  wine. 

Yet  are  we  not  potations  bland  denied  ; 

See  where  the  pear-tree  doth  in  earth  abide  ? 
firuife  her  rich  fruitage,  and  the  grape  difdain  j 

The  apple  too  will  grant  a  generous  tide. 
To  fing  whofe  honours  Thenot  rais'd  his  ftrain, 
Whofe  foul-inchanting  lays  Ril!  charm  the  lillening  plain* 

Thro'  greyifli  mills  behold  Aurora  dawns. 

And  to  his  fport  the  wary  fowler  hies  ; 
Crouching  to  earth  his  guileful  pointer  fawns. 

Now  the  thick  (tubble,  now  the  clover  tries. 

To  find  where,  with  his  race,  the  partridge  lies» 
Ah  !  lucklefs  fire,  ah  !  lucklefs  race,  I  ween. 

Whom  force  compels  or  fubtle  arts  furprife  j 
More  f  uncles  wait  to  caufe  thee  dolorous  s  teen, 
Doom'd  to  efcape  the  deep,  and  perilh  on  the  green* 

The  full-^mouth*d  hounds  purfue  the  timorous  hare. 

And  the  hills  echo  to  the  joyful  cry  ; 
Ah  !  borrow  the  light  pennons  of  the  air. 

If  you're  ^  arraught,  you  die,  poor  wretch,  you  dle> 

c  Although. 

f  Dsedalus,  envying  Perdix  his  nephew's  fkill  in  mechanics,  threw 
him  into  the  fea.  He  efcaped  death  by  being  changed  into  a  partridge. 
B  Anguifli,  pain,  h  Reacli'd,  overtaken. 

Voi.  II.  Q^  Nought 
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Nought  will  avail  the  pity-pleading  eye. 
For  our  good  fquire  doth  much  againft  you  rail. 

And  faith  you  often  magic  arts  do  try  ; 
At  times  you  wave  Grimalkin's  footy  tail. 
Or  on  a  beefom  vild  you  thro'  the  welkiii  fail. 

The  flag  is  rous'd  ;  he  ftems  the  threatening  flood. 
That  fhall  ere  long  his  matchlefs  fwiftnefs  quell ; 

And  to  avoid  the  tumult  of  the  wood, 

Amongft  his  well-known  ^  pheers  attempts  to  '' mell : 
With  horn  and  hoof  his  purpofe  they  repell. 

Thus,  fhould  a  maid  from  Virtue's  lore  yftray. 
Your  fex,  my  Daphne,  {hew  their  vengeance  fell  j 

Your  cruel  felves  with  gall  the  fhaft  '  embay. 

And  Ia(h  from  Pardon's  Ihrine  the  penitent  away. 

Now  filence  charms  the  fages  of  the  gown. 
To  purer  air  doth  fpeed  each  crafty  wight; 

The  well-fqueez'd  client  quits  the  dufly  town. 
Grown  grey  in  the  aflerting  of  his  right, 
With  head  yfraught  with- law,  and  pockets  light. 

Well  pleas'd  he  wanders  o'er  the  fallow  lea. 
And  views  each  rural  obje£l  with  delight. 

Ne'er  be  my  lot  the  brawling  courts  tD  fee  ; 

Who  trufts  to  lawyer's  tongue  dotli  much  """  mifween, 
perdy. 

»  Companions.  ^  Mix.  '  Bathe.  "^  Judges  ill. 

Right 
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Right  blefs'<l  the  man  who  free  from  bitter  "  bal«j 
Doth  in  the  little  peaceful  hamlet  dwell. 

No  loud  contention  doth  his  ears  alTail, 

Save  when  the  tempeft  whiftles  o'er  his  cell  : 
The  fruitful  down,  the  flower-depainted  dell. 

To  pleafe  his  eyne  are  variouily  array'd  j 
And  when  in  roundelay  his  flame  he'd  tell. 

He  gains  a  fmile  from  his  beloved  maid  ; 

By  fuch  a  gentle  fmile  an  age  of  pain's  repaid. 


WINTER. 

THE  little  brook  that  erft  my  cot  did  lave. 
And  o'er  its  flinty  pavement  fweetly  fung, 
Doth  now  forget  to  roll  her  wanton  wave. 
For  Winter  hoar  her  icy  chain  has  flung. 
And  iHll'd  the  babbling  mufic  of  her  tongue. 
The  lonely  woodcock  feeks  the  fplafliy  gleu. 

Each  mountain  head  with  fleecy  fnow  is  hung; 
The  fnipe  and  duck  enjoy  the  moorifh  fen. 
Like  °  Eremites  they  live,  and  fliun  the  fight  of  men, 

"   Sorrow,  "  Hermits, 

0^2  Th« 
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The  P  warelels  fheep  no  longer  bite  the  mead. 

No  more  the  plough-boy  turns  the  ftubborn  groun(f. 
At  the  full  crib  the  horned  labourers  feed. 

Their  noftrils  call  black  clouds  of  fmoak  around; 

A  fqualid.  coat  doth  the  lean  fleed  furrdund. 
The  wily  fox  doth  prowl  abroad  for  prey, 

Rechlefs  of  fnares,  or  of  th'  avenging  hound; 
And  trufty  Lightfoot,  now  no  longer  gay. 
Sleeps  at  the  kitchen  hearth  his  cheerlefs  hours  away. 

Where  erft  the  boat  and  flowly  moving  barge 
Did  witli  delight  cut  thro'  the  dimpling  plain. 

Now  wanton  boys  and  men  do  roam  at  large ; 
The  river-gods  quit  their  ufurp'd  domain. 
And  of  the  wrong  at  Neptune's  court  complain. 

There  mote  you  fee  mild  Avon  crown'd  with  flowera.. 
And  milky  Wey  withouten  fpot  or  {lain  ; 

There  the  fair  ftream  that  walhes  Hampton's  bowers^ 

And  Ifis  who  with  pride  beholds  her  learned  towers. 

Intent  on  fport,  the  ever  jocund  throng 

Quit  their  warm  cots,  and  for  the  game  prepare  j 

Behold  the  reftlefs  foot-ball  whirls  along. 

Now  near  the  earth,  now  mounted  high  in  air. 
Thus  often  men,  in  life's  wild  lottery  fare. 

Who  quit  true  blifs  to  grafp  an  empty  toy. 
Our  honeft  fwains  for  wealth  nor  titles  care. 

But  lufly  health  in  exercife  employ. 

The  diftant  village  hears  the  rude  tumultuous  joy. 
P  Stupifiedi 

5  The. 
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The  careful  hedger  looks  the  fields  around. 
To  fee  what  labour  may  his  fkill  demand  ; 

He  mends  the  fence,  repairs  the  finking  mound. 
Or  in  long  drains  he  cuts  the  lower  land. 
That  fhall  henceforth  all  fudden  floods  withftand. 

Mean  while  at  home  his  dame,  with  filver  hair. 
Doth  fit  incircled  by  a  goodly  band 

Of  lovely  maids,  who  various  works  prepare. 

All  chafte  as  Jove's  wife  child,  as  Cupid's  mother  fair. 

She  them  difcourfes  not  of  fafhions  nice. 

Nor  of  the  trilling  notes  which  eunuchs  fing  ; 
Allurements  vain,  that  prompt  the  foul  to  vice  1 

Ne  tells  Ihe  them  of  Kefar  or  of  king  ; 

Too  great  the  fubjeft  for  fo  mean  a  ring. 
Her  lefTons  teach  to  fwell  the  capon's  fize  ; 

To  make  the  hen  a  numerous  offspring  bring  ; 
Or  how  the  way-ward  mother  to  chaflife. 
When  from  her  vetchy  neft  the  weetlefs  vagrant  hies. 

When  gllftering  fpangles  deck  the  robe  of  night. 
And  all  their  kine  in  pens  avoid  the  cold. 

The  buxom  troops,  ftill  eager  of  delight. 

Round  Damon's  eyne  a  i  drapet  white  infold. 
He  darkling  gropes  till  he  fome  one  can  hold, 

1  A  linen  cloth. 

Q^  Next 
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Next  Conn  hides  his  head,  and  muft  impart 

What  wanton  fair-one  fmote  his  hand  fo  bold. 
He  Delia  names,  nor  did  from  truth  depart ; 
For  well  he  knew  her  touch,  who  long  had  fir'd  his  heart. 

Stay,  I  conjure  you  by  your  hopes  of  blifs, 
Truil  not,  my  Daphne,  the  rough-biting  air. 

Let  not  rude  winds  thofe  lips  of  foftnefs  kifi; ; 
Will  Eurus  liern  the  charms  of  beauty  fpare  i 
No,  he  will  hurt  my  rofy-featur'd  fair. 

If  aught  fo  bright  dares  rugged  carl  invade. 
Too  tender  thou  fuch  rough  aflaults  to  bear  ; 

The  mountain  a'fh  may  ftand  tho'  ftripp'd  of  fhade. 

But  at  the  flighteft' wound  the  filken  flowers  will  fade. 


HOLKHAM\        A      POEM. 

BY     MR.     P  O  T  T  E  R. 

THE  lofty  beeches,  and  their  facred  {hade 
O'er  Penfhurll's  fiower-embroider'd  vale  difplay'd. 
Have  yet  their  glory  :   not  that  Sidney's  hand 
*'  MarflialPd  in  even  ranks  th*  obfequious  band  ," 

'  A  feat  belonging  to  the  ear)  of  Leicefter,  in  the  ccninty  of  Noifolk. 

Or 
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Or  his  frefli  garlands  in  thefe  bowers  entwin'd, 

Whilft  all  Arcadia  open'd  on  his  mind  : 

But  here  fweet  Waller  breath'd  his  amorous  flame. 

And  taught  the  groves  his  Sachariffa's  name  ; 

Here  met  the  Mufe,  **  while  gentle  Love  was  by, 

*'  That  tun'd  his  lute,  and  wound  the  firings  fo  high  :" 

Still  with  th'  enraptur'd  Ilrains  the  valleys  ring. 

And  the  groves  flourifh  in  eternal  Spring. 

Eternal  Spring  fmiles  in  thofe  green  retreats, 
"  No  more  the  Monarch's,  ftill  the  Mufes'  feats," 
Where  crown'd.  with  towers  majeftic  Windfor  Hands, 
And  the  wide  world  beneath  her  feet  commands : 
Not  that  her  regal  rampires  boaft  the  fame 
Of  each  great  Edward's,  each  great  Henry's  name  ;    - 
Not  that,  in  days  of  high-atchiev'd  renown. 
There  Britain's  Genius  fix'd  his  aweful  throne. 
Encircled  with  that  glorious  blaze  that  fprings 
From  conquer'd  nations,  and  from  captive  kings  : 
When  each  proud  trophy  moulders  from  the  wall. 
And  e'en  the  imperial  dome  itfelf  fhall  fall; 
When  thofe  great  names,  the  Warrior  and  the  Sage, 
Lie  clouded  in  the  dark  hilloric  page  ; 
Then  (hall  the  heaven-born  Mufe  (to  whom  belong 
The  more  than  mortal-making  powers  of  Song) 
Thro'  Time's  deep  fliades  her  facred  light  difplay. 
And  pour  the  beam  of  Fame's  eternal  day. 

Queen  of  fweet  numbers  and  melodious  ftrjiins. 
If  yet  thou  deign  to  vifit  Britain's  plains  j 

0,4  If 


If  yet  thy  hallow'd  haunts  partake  thy  love. 
Clear  fpring,  enamel'd  vale,  or  bowery  grove  j 
O  come,  and  range  with  me  th'  afpiring  glades. 
Where  Leicefler  fpreads  the  lawns  and  forms  the  fhadcsj 
On  Holkham's  plains  bid  Graecian  llrudurts  rife. 
And  the  tall  column  (hoot  into  the  fkies ; 
Beneath  whofe  proud  furvey,  extended  wide. 
New  fcenes,  new  beauties  charm  on  every  fide  : 
Here,  crown'd  with  woods,  the  fhaded  hills  afcend. 
In  open  light  there  the  low  vales  extend  ; 
Here  in  rich  harvefts  waves  the  ripen'd  grain. 
And  there  frefh  verdure  cloaths  the  pallur'd  plain. 
Sweetly  intermix'd,  and  lovely  to  behold. 
As  the  green  emerald  enchas'd  in  gold. 

See  where  the  limpid  lake  thro'  pendant  fhades, 
The  hills  between,  her  liquid  treafures  leads  j 
And  to  the  boughs,  that  fringe  her  crifped  fides. 
Holds  the  clear  mirror  of  her  chryllal  tides  : 
Her  chryftal  tides  reflefl  the  waving  fcene. 
Their  filvery  furface  darkening  into  green  ; 
As  on  the  fteep  banks,  bending  o'er  the  flood, 
Grotefque  and  wild  up  fprings  th'  o'erfliadowing  v/ood  i 
Or  the  flope  margent,  with  a  fofter  rife. 
Shade  above  fliade,  and  rank  o'er  rank  fuppUes  ; 
The  verdant  bafis  of  yon  champain  mound. 
It's  hallow'd  head  with  God's  own  temple  crown'd ; 
The  home-bound  mariner  from  far  defcries, 
^merging  from  the  waves  the  tall  (ower  rife  ; 

With 
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With  tranfport  bids  the  folemn  ftru6lure  hail, 
And  vvingd  for  Britain  fpeeds  the  flying  fail. 

In  nearer  view,  'midll  the  lawn's  wide  extent. 
That  gently  fwells  with  an  unforc'd  afcent. 
In  juft  proportion  rifmg  on  the  fight. 
The  ftately  manfion  lifts  its  towcry  height. 
And  glitters  o'er  the  groves.     An  oak  beneath. 
That  calls  the  cool  gales  thro'  its  boughs  to  breathe. 
Where  the  fun  darts  his  fervid  rays  in  vain, 
Like  the  great  patriarch  on  Mamre's  plain 
The  princely  Leicefler  fits :  the  pageant  pride 
Of  cumbrous  greatnefs  banidi'd  from  his  fide. 
In  thefe  bleft  bowers  he  plans  the  great  defign  ; 
V/ith  heighten'd  cliarms  bids  modeft  nature  fliine  ; 
Shows  us  magnificence  allied  to  ufe  ; 
Tho'  rich,  yet  chaile  ;   tho'  fplendid,  not  profufe; 
Calls  forth  each  beauty  that  from  order  fprings  ; 
From  its  lov'd  Greece  each  honour'd  Science  brings ; 
O'er  Art's  fair  train  extends  his  generous  care; 
And  bids  each  poliili'd  Grace  inhabit  here. 

Nor  thefe  alone  :  here  Viitue  loves  to  dwell, 
JvTo  cold  reclufe  felf-cavern'd  in  a  cell  ; 
Aftive  and  warm  fhe  breathes  a  noble  part^ 
Glows  in  the  bread,  and  opel^s  all  the  heart ; 
To  generous  deeds  fhe  fires  th'  empaflion'd  mind. 
The  fubftitute  of  heaven  to  blefs  mankind; 
She  thro'  defponding  Mifery's  cheerlefs  gloom 
Poiirs  joy,  and  gives  ncglcded  Worth  to  bloom  j 

She 
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She  In  each  bofom  Hills  the  riling  figh, 
And  wipes  off  every  tear  from  every  eye  ; 
She  to  yon  alms-boufe,  bofom'd  in  the  grf)ve. 
From  toil  and  caies  bids  Age  and  Want  remove  ; 
There  the  tir'd  eve  of  labour'd  life  to  reft,« 
Fed  by  her  hand,  and  by  her  bounty  bleft. 

Thefe,  thefe  are  rays  that  round  true  greatnefs  fbine, 
And  thine,  bright  Clifford^  1  the  full  blaze  is  thine. 
Bring  the  green  bay,  the  fragrant  myrtle  bring. 
The  violet  glowing  in  the  lap  of  fpring  ; 
Bid  the  fvveet  vallies  fend  each  honied  flower. 
Each  herb,  each  leaf  of  aromatic  power  j 
The  Mufe's  hand  Ihall  their  niix'd  odours  fpread. 
And  flrew  the  ground  where  Clifford  deigns  to  tread. 

In  dillant  profpedl,  finking  from  the  eye. 
Low  in  the  tufted  dales  the  hamlets  lie  ; 
Where  virgin  Innocence,  and  raeek-ey'd  Peace, 
With  calm  Content,  the  ftraw-roof 'd  cottage  blefs  : 
And  flrong-nerv'd  Induftry  in  pureft  flow 
Spreads  o'er  the  vermeil  cheek  Health's  rofeate  glow. 

More  diftant  yet  the  throng'd  commercial  town. 
That  makes  the  wealth  of  other  worlds  her  own. 
Lifts  her  proud  head,  and  fees  with  every  tide 
Pvich-freighted  navies  croud  her  harbour'd  fide  : 

^  Margaret,  late  Countefs  Dowager  of  Leicefter,  third  daiishtsr  of 
Tlion>iS  EarJ  of  Thanet.  She  obtained  the  ancient  barony  of  Clif- 
ford from  the  late  king ;  and  died  February  z?,  1775,  aged  74. 

Or 


Or  bids  the  parting  veffel  fpread  the  fail 
Loofe  to  the  wind,  and  catch  the  rifing  gale  t 
Whilft  the  vafl  ocean,  Albion's  utmoft  bound. 
Rolls  its  broad  wave,  a  world  of  waters,  round. 

In  fweet  aftonilhment  th'  impatient  Mind 
Bids  her  free  powers  expatiate  unconfin'd  ; 
From  fcene  to  fcene  in  rapid  progrefs  flies. 
Glances  from  earth  to  feas,  from  feas  to  fkies  ; 
Delights  to  feel  the  great  ideas  roll. 
Swell  on  the  fenfe,  and  fill  up  all  the  foul. 

Not  fuch  the  fcene,  when  o'er  th'  uncultur'd  wild 
No  harvell  rofe,  no  chearful  verdure  fmil'd  j 
On  the  bare  hill  no  tree  was  feen  to  fpread 
The  graceful  foliage  of  its  waving  head  ; 
No  breathing  hedge-row  form'd  the  broider'd  bound, 
Nor  hawthorn  bloffom'd  on  th'  un Tightly  ground  ; 
Joy  was  not  here  ;  no  bird  of  finer  note 
Pour'd  the  thick  warblings  of  his  dulcet  throat; 
E'en  Hope  was  fled  ;  and  o'er  the  cheerlefs  plain, 
A  wafte  of  fand,  Want  held  her  unblefs'd  reign. 

Lo,  Leiceder  comes  !   Before  his  maftering  hand 
Flies  the  rude  Genius  of  the  favage  land; 
The  rufiet  lawns  a  fudden  verdure  wear  ; 
Starts  from  the  wondering  fields  the  golden  ear  j 
Up  rife  the  waving  woods,  and  halle  to  crown 
The  hill's  bare  brow,  and  fhade  the  fultry  down  : 
The  {helter'd  traveller  fees,  with  glad  furprife, 
P'er  tracklefs  wilds  th'  extended  rows  arife: 

And, 
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And,  as  their  hofpitable  branches  fpread, 
Blefles  the  friendly  hand  that  form'd  the  fliade : 
Joy  blooms  around,  and  cheers  the  peafant's  toil. 
As  fmiling  plenty  decks  the  cultur'd  foil ; 
The  brightning  fcenes  a  kinder  Genius  o\vn. 
And  Nature  iinilhes  what  Art  begun. 

But  can  the  verfe,  though  Philomela  deign 
To  breathe  the  fweet  notes  thro'  the  warbled  ilrain  ; 
Tho'  every  Mufe  and  every  Grace  fhould  fmile. 
And  raptures  raife  the  honey-fleeped  ftyle  ; 
Can  the  verfe  paint  like  Nature  ?   Can  the  power 
That  wakes  to  life  free  Fancy's  imag'd  flore, 
Boaft  charms  like  her's  ?   or  the  creative  hand 
In  blended  tints  fuch  beauteous  fcenes  command, 
Tho'  learned  Pouflin  gives  each  grace  to  flow. 
And  bright  Lorrain's  ethereal  colours  glow  ? 
Yet  peerlefs  is  the  power  of  facred  fong. 
That  burfts  in  tranfport  from  the  Mufe's  tongue : 
And  hark  !  methinks  her  hallow'd  voice  I  hear. 
In  notes  mellifluous  Healing  on  the  ear  : 
Now  clearer,  and  yet  clearer  trills  the  flrain. 
Swells  thro'  the  grove,  and  melts  along  the  plain, 
*'  Ye  nymphs,  that  love  to  range  the  lilied  vale, 
**  Where  fl:reams  the  filver  fount  of  Alcidale  ; 
**  Ye  that  in  Pindus'  laurel'd  groves  abide, 
*<  Or  haunt  Cyllene's  cyprefs-fliaded  fide  ; 
**  Or  braid  your  fine  wreaths  in  the  pearly  caves, 
**  Where  fara'd.  Ilifl'us  rolls  his  Attic  \'?aves ; 

"  Whim 
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"'  WhlllT:  the  barbarian's  rude  unletter'd  race 

"   Profane  your  grottos,  and  your  bow  ers  deface, 

**  See  Leicefler  courts  you  to  th'  Icenian  fliore» 

•'  Studious  your  long- loft  honours  to  reftoie  I 

**  See,  the  fair  rival  of  your  native  feats, 

"  Aonian  Holkham  opens  all  its  fvveets; 

**  Deign  then,  ye  facred  fitters !  deign  to  tread 

*'  The  rich  embroidery  of  yon  velvet  mead, 

"  As  frefli,  as  lovely  as  your  lilied  vale, 

"  Where  ftreams  the  filver  fount  of  Alcidale: 

«*  If  old  Cyllene's  cyprefs-fliaded  bower, 

*'  Or  Pindus'  laurel'd  mount  delight  you  more  ; 

•*  Go,  fweet  enthufiafts  !  fofcly-filent  rove 

*'  The  ftudious  mazes  of  the  twilight  grove  \ 

"  Or,  at  the  foot  of  fome  hoar  elm  reclin'd, 

*'  Wake  the  high  thought  that  fwells  the  raptur'd  mind  j 

*■'  Or  penfive  liften  to  the  folemn  roar 

"  Of  whitening  billows  breaking  on  the  fhore  : 

"  If  the  majeftic  domes,  whofe  tovvery  pride 

"  Glitter  o'er  fam'd  Iliffus'  Attic  tide, 

"  Your  fteps  detain  ;  yon  princely  ftrudure  vlewj 

»'  Grac'd  with  each  finer  art  your  Athens  knew  I 

''  Each  finer  art  to  juft  perfeftion  brought, 

"  All  that  Vitruvius  and  Palladio  thought ; 

•*  The  trophied  arch  ;  the  porphyry-pillar'd  hall  ; 

*'  The  fculptur'd  forms  that  breathe  along  the  wall  j 

«*  Lycsan  Pan  ;  the  faun's  Arcadian  race  ; 

*♦  The  huntrefs-q^ueen's  inimitable  grace  ; 

**  Athenian 


\ 


(     2J8     ) 

*'  Athenian  Pallas  clad  in  radiant  arms ; 

•'  Heaven's  emprefs  confcious  of  her  flighted  charms  5 

"  Your  own  Apollo,  on  whofe  polifh'd  brow 

**  Youth  blooms,  and  grace,  and  candor's  brightningglow : 

**   Gods,  heroes,  fages,  an  illuflrious  traiti, 

**  Court  you  to  Holkham's  confecrated  plain  : 

"  Hafte  then,  ye  facred  fifters !   halle  and  bring 

"  The  laurel  fteep'd  in  the  Callalian  fpring  ; 

**  On  the  choice  bough  a  purer  fragrance  breathe, 

*'  And  twine  for  Leicefter's  brow  th'  unfading  wreath." 

She  ceas'd  the  raptur'd  ftrain  ;  and  dear  to  fame. 
Flows  the  proud  verfe  infcrib'd  with  Leicefter's  name. 


THE     POOR     MAN'S    PRAYER. 
BY      DR.      ROBERTS. 

W  R.  I  T  T  E  J^      1766. 
ADDRESSED    TO    THE    EARL    OF    CHATHAM. 

AMIDST  the  more  important  toils  of  ftate. 
The  counfcls  labouring  in  thy  patriot  foul, 
Tho'  Europe  from  thy  voice  expedl  her  fate. 
And  thy  keen  glance  extend  from  pole  to  pole  ; 

O  Chatham, 
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0  Chatham,  nurs'd  in  ancient  Virtu-e's  lore. 
To  thefe  fad  ftrains  incline  a  favouring  ear ; 

Think  on  the  God,  whom  thou,  and  I  adore. 
Nor  turn  unpitying  from  the  poor  man's  prayer. 

Ah  me  !  how  bleft  was  once  a  peafant's  life  '. 

No  lawlefs  paffion  fwell'd  my  even  breaft  : 
Far  from  the  ftormy  waves  of  civil  ftrife, 

Sound  were  my  fiumbers,  and  my  heart  at  reft, 

1  ne'er  for  guilty,  painful  pleafures  rov'd. 

But  taught  by  Nature,  and  by  choice  to  wed. 
From  all  the  hamlet  cull'd  whom  bell  I  lov'd. 
With  her  I  ftaid  my  heart,  with  her  my  bed. 

To  gild  her  worth  I  aflc'd  no  wealthy  power. 
My  toil  could  feed  her,  and  my  arm  defend  j 

In  yonth,  or  age,  in  pain,  or  pleafure's  hour. 
The  fame  fond  hufband,  father,  brother,  friend. 

And  (he,  the  faithful  partner  of  my  care, 

When  ruddy  evening  ftreak'd  the  weftern  flcy, 

Look'd  towards  the  uplands,  if  her  mate  was  th-cre. 
Or  thro'  the  beech-wood  caft  an  anxious  eye. 

Then,  careful  matron,  heap'd  the  maple  board 
With  favoury  herbs,  and  pick'd  the  nicer  part 

From  fuch  plain  food  as  Nature  could  afford. 
Ere  fimple  Nature  was  debnuch'd  by  Art. 

7  While 
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While  I,  contented  with  my  homely  cheer. 

Saw  round  my  knees  my  prattling  children  play  J 

And  oft  with  pleas'd  attention  fat  to  hear 
The  little  hillor^  of  their  idle  day. 

But  ah  !  how  chang'd  the  fcene  !   On  the  cold  flones^ 
Where  wont  at  night  to  blaze  the  chearful  fire, 

pale  Famine  fits  and  counts  her  naked  bones. 
Still  fighs  for  food,  lUlI  pines  with  vain  defire. 

My  faithful  wife  with  cver-flreaming  eyes 
Hangs  on  my  bofom  her  deje£led  head : 

My  helplefs  infants  raife  their  feeble  cries. 
And  from  their  father  claim  their  daily  bread* 

Dear  tender  pledges  of  my  honeft  love. 
On  that  bare  bed  behold  your  brother  lie  : 

Three  tedious  days  with  pinching  want  he  ftrove. 
The  fourth,  I  faw  the  helplefs  cherub  die. 

Nor  long  (hall  ye  remain.  With  vlfage  four 
Our  tyrant  lord  commands  us  from  our  home  ; 

And  arm'd  with  cruel  Law's  coercive  power. 
Bids  me  and  mine  o'er  barren  mountains  roani. 

Yet  never,  Chatham,  have  I  pafs'd  a  day 

In  Riot's  orgies,  or  in  idle  eafe  ; 
Ne'er  have  I  facrific'd  to  fport  and  play. 

Or  wilh'd  a  pamper'd  appetite  to  pleafe. 


Hard 
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Hard  was  my  fare,  and  conftant  was  my  toil. 
Still  with  the  morning's  orient  light  I  rofe, 

Feird  the  flout  oaki  or  rais'd  the  lofty  pile, 
Parch'd  in  the  fun,  in  dark  December  froze. 

Is  it  that  Nature  with  a  niggard  hand 

Witholds  her  gifts  from  thefe  once-favour'd  plains  ? 
Has  God,  in  vengeance  to  a  guilty  land. 

Sent  Dearth  and  Famine  to  her  labouring  fwains  f 

Ah  no  ;  yon  hill,  where  daily  fweats  my  brow, 
A  thoufand  flocks,  a  thoufand  herds  adorn  ; 

Yon  field,  where  late  I  drove  the  painful  plough. 
Feels  all  her  acres  crown'd  with  wavy  corn. 

But  what  avails  that  o'er  the  furrow'd  foil 
In  Autumn's  heat  the  yellow  harvefts  rife. 

If  artificial  want  elude  my  toil, 

Untalled  plenty  wound  my  craving  eyes  ? 

What  profits,  that  at  diftance  I  behold 

My  wealthy  neighbour's  fragrant  fmoke  afcend  , 

If  ftill  the  griping  cormorants  withold 

The  fruits  which  rain  and  genial  feafons  fend  ? 

If  thofe  fell  vipers  of  the  public  weal 

Yet  unrelenting  on  our  bowels  prey  ; 
If  ftill  the  curfe  of  penury  we  feel. 

And  in  the  midft  of  plenty  pine  away  f 
Vol.  II.  R  In 
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In  every  port  the  vefl'el  rides  fecure. 

That  wafts  our  harveft  to  a  foreign  fhore; 

While  we  the  pangs  of  prefiing  want  endure. 
The  fons  of  ftrangers  riot  on  cur  llore. 

O  generous  Chatham,  flop  thofe  fatal  fails. 

Once  more  with  out-ftretch'd  arm  thy  Britons  fave  ; 

The  unheeding  crew  but  wait  for  favouring  gales, 
O  ftop  them,  ere  they  Hem  Italia's  wave. 

From  thee  alone  I  hope  for  inftant  aid, 

'Tic  thou  alone  canft  fave  my  children's  breath  5 

O  deem  not  little  of  our  cruel  meed, 
O  hafte  to  help  us,  for  delay  is  death. 

So  may  nor  Spleen,  nor  Envy  blaft  thy  name. 
Nor  voice  profane  thy  patriot  afts  deride  ; 

Still  may'ft  thou  ftand  the  firft  in  honeft  fame, 
Unftung  by  Folly,  Vanity,  or  Pride. 

So  may  thy  languid  limbs  with  flrength  be  brac'd. 
And  glowing  Health  fupport  thy  aftive  foul  ; 

With  fair  renov/n  thy  public  virtue  grac'd. 
Far  as  thou  bad*It  Britannia's  thunder  roll. 

Then  joy  to  thee,  and  to  thy  children  peace. 

The  grateful  hind  fhall  drink  from  Plenty's  horn  ; 

And  while  they  fliare  the  cultur'd  land's  increafe. 
The  poor  ftall  blefs  the  day  when  Pitt  was  born. 

BEDUK  AH; 
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BEDUKAH;  or,  the   SELF-DEVOTED. 

AN      INDIAN      PASTORAL. 
ADDRESSED    TO    A    LADT. 

BY      EYLES      IRWIN,      ESQj^ 

CANTO      I. 

OF  Eaftern  Virtue  and  Religion's  force. 
That  fpur  the  tardy  Pagan  to  the  courfe 
Where  Fame's  the  prize — O  Mufe  prepare  to  fing, 
Effay  thy  ftrength,  and  fear  on  eagle-wing. 

But  ere  the  Poet  try  the  pathlefs  way. 
Beneath  whofe  name  appears  his  daring  lay? 
On  loftier  genius  wait  the  fav'ring  Nine — • 
Content  he  bends  at  his  infplrer's  fhrine. 
O  fmile,  Eliza  I  for  to  thee  is  due 
The  verfe  that  tjrings  the  nuptial  faith  to  view. 
Had,  like  the  Pagan's  breaft,  thine  learnt  to  prove 
The  fad  extremes  of  bigotry  and  love  ; 
Had,  like  the  vidlim  of  thefe  mournful  ftrains. 
This  road  been  taught  thee  to  the  Elyfian  plains ; 

R  2  Virtue 
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Virtue  on  Death  had  made  thee  fearlcfs  fmile  5 
The  Poet  melted  o'er  thy  fun'ral  pile  ! 

Now  had  the  filver  Regent  of  the  night 
Faded  before  Aurora's  golden  light  ; 
The  darkling  Screech-owl's  boding  notes  gives  way 
To  the  Lark's  fong,  that  ulhers  in  the  day  ; 
The  flighted  Lover  breaks  his  Ihort  rcpofe. 
From  fancied  blifs  awakes  to  real  woes ; 
Not  fo  the  Hunter,  who  now  feeks  the  fields 
Where  Health  refides,  and  Sloth  to  Vigor  yields  : 
Unbent  with  caies  that  vex  the  bufy  train, 
Pleafure  awaits  him  on  the  dewy  plain. 
Awhile  fufpended  fleeps  his  ardent  flame^ 
The  Hound  fagacious  opens  on  the  Game  j 
The  Pack  attentive  join  the  deep'ning  cry. 
While  hills  and  vales  and  hollow  woods  reply  ; 
In  the  full  tide  his  heart  is  borne  along. 
And  the  flung  Coui-rer  feels  the  founding  thong. 
Unfung,  unpitied  die  the  haplefs  prey ; 
A  nobler  viftim  claims  the  plaintive  lay  : 
One,  v/ho  to  Death  a  willing  facrifice. 
The  altar  views  with  unrelenting  eyes  ! 

As  near  a  rivulet's  enamell'd  fide. 
Where  many  a  flovv'ret  drank  the  gufhing  tide  ; 
Where  the  tall  Tam'rind  lent  his  ample  (hade. 
The  joyous  Pack  a  bufy  circle  made  ; 
Lycon,  a  youth  who  lov'd  the  vig'rous  chace. 
The  fignal  waits,  to  urge  his  courfer's  pace  ; 

Fir'd 
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FirM  by  the  founds,  the  impulfe  to  obey, 

Tho'  torrents  threat,  and  mountains  bar  his  way. 

Yet  not  fo  rude,  but  Love  had  known  his  breaft  ; 

Thou,  Friendlhip,  too  wert  there  a  welcome  gueft  : 

Alive  to  Rapture  which  from  Beauty  fprings. 

In  fecret  oft'  he  touch'd  the  tuneful  firings  : 

Humble  himfelf,  he  fear'd  no  witling's  frown. 

No  fmiles  he  coveted,  no  Bard's  renown. 

Save  when  his  Lucia — crown'd  an  angel  long  !  ^ 

Or  thou,  fair  Delia  !  liften'd  to  his  fong. 

Juft  when  the  doubling  notes  the  game  betray. 

And  in  full  chorus  break  the  hounds  away, 

A  hollow  murmur  fills  the  troubled  air. 

And  calls  his  foul  to  penfivenefs  and  care  ; 

To  fcenes  more  fitted  fadnefs  to  infpire. 

Than  ever  woke  the  animated  lyre. 

A  grove  there  was  of  venerable  pride. 
From  whofe  dark  bofom  fhot  the  rapid  tide  ; 
Thence  winding  as  the  flream  its  maze  purfue^, 
Lycon,  detain'd,  a  long  proceflion  views. 
A  troop  of  holy  Bramins  lead  the  way. 
With  blazing  torches  rivalling  the  day  : 
On  they  advance  with  folemn  Heps  and  flow. 
That  fpeak  devotion,  and  betoken  woe. 
Next  them  the  drum  and  trumpet  take  the  place, 
Sound  the  dead  march,  and  regulate  their  pace. 
Preceded  by  a  band  of  weeping  friends. 
Aloft  her  courfe  a  beauteous  female  bends ; 

R  3  An 


An  high-bred  Heed  fupports  her  lovely  weight. 

Who  bows  his  creft,  as  confcious  of  her  fate : 

No  more  he  heeds  the  warlike  notes,  the  throng—- 

But  ftalks  in  fad  folemnity  along ! 

Not  thou,  fam'd  Dido  !  canft  a  rival  prove 

To  her  who  death-devotes  herfelf  for  love. 

To  perjur'd  vows  was  facriiic'd  thy  life — 

Here  with  her  conftant  Hufband  burns  the  Wife  ; 

Thy  tragic  end  was  haften'd  by  defpair; 

But  calm  and  fteady  dies  this  widow'd  Fair. 

Ah  !  what  fenfations  in  his  bofom  rife. 

As  this  bright  form  encounters  Lycon's  eyes  : 

His  heart  forebodes  fome  agonizing  fcene. 

But  yet  conceives  not  what  thefe  wonders  mean. 

When  to  the  right  he  views,  yet  undefcry'd, 

A  lofty  pyramid's  capacious  fide  : 

Thither  he  goes — at  once  the  truth  appears; 

The  cruel  cuftom  oft  had  reach'd  his  ears  : 

A  tear  he  drops,  to  virtuous  error  due  ! 

And  filent  waits  the  melancholy  view. 

As  they  approach,  on  either  fide  the  train 
Equal  divide,  and  form  a  fplendid  lane. 
Next  to  the  pyre  the  Bramins  take  the  place. 
The  reft  in  order  fill  the  length'ning  fpace. 
The  mufic  Hops — deep  ftillnefs  reigns  around— < 
In  mute  attention  every  voice  is  bound. 
The  croud,  as  ftiften'd  by  the  hand  of  Death, 
Motionlefs  Hand,  and  fcarcely  draw  a  breath. 

On 
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On  her  each  eye  Is  fixM  with  ardent  gaze, 
(On  her  who  dearly  piirchafes  the  praife) 
Who  now  in  profpedl  of  the  fatal  goal. 
Maintains  her  intrepidity  of  foul. 
A  vail  as  yet  from  view  her  face  conceals. 
But  ev'ry  motion  majefty  reveals. 
And  now  (as  cuftom  wills)  on  either  fide 
She  fcatters  flow'rets,  ravilh'd  In  their  pride  : 
Ravifh'd,  like  her,  untimely  from  their  bed. 
At  morn  but  blowing,  and  ere  ev'ning  dead  ! 
Quick  at  the  fight,  where'er  Ihe  moves  along 
Her  gifts  provoke  contention  in  the  throng  : 
For  SuperRition  deems  them  precious  gains. 
And  happy  he  who  but  a  llalk  retains. 
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CANTO        II. 

BRIGHT  Phoebus  now  emerging  from  the  main 
Had  Ihot  his  luftre  o'er  the  crouded  plain. 
When  young  Bedukah  (fuch  the  vidlim's  name 
Which  here  the  Mufe  ambitious  gives  to  fame) 
Haplefs  arriving  at  her  journey's  end. 
Does  calmly  graceful  from  her  ileed  defcend  ; 

R  4  Slow 
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slow  to  the  pile  flie  walks  with  confcious  pride. 

Then  gently  turning  calls  her  vail  afide. 

O  could  the  Poet,  like  the  Painter  ',  dare 

Conceal  the  afpeft  of  his  fuiF'ring  Fair, 

As  o'er  Atrides'  griefs  a  (hade  was  thrown, 

Bedukah's  beauties  never  had  been  known. 

But  Truth  and  Innocence  his  art  command, 

Infpire  his  fancy,  and  confirm  his  hand. 

From  foul  to  foul  then  foft  Amazement  flew. 

And  gliften'd  ev'ry  cheek  with  Pity's  dew. 

Affeding  fight !  for  o'er  her  deftin'd  head 

Not  fifteen  years  with  downy  wings  had  fled  ; 

Not  fifteen  years  her  eyes  had  view'd  the  light; 

Thofe  orbs  now  fmkii.g  to  eternal  night  ! 

Her  flender  form  was  fraught  with  Beauty's  pow'r  j 

But  Beauty  waiting  her  meridian  hour. 

In  pureft  white  her  faultlefs  limbs  were  drefl, 

A  fllver  girdle,  and  a  muflin  vefl: : 

One  breaft  was  flightly  hid,  one  half-difplay'd. 

Which,  wild  with  youthful  blood,  luxuriant  play'd. 


t  Timanthes,  a  celebrated  Grecian  painter.  By  one  of  thofe  fud- 
den  thoughts  which  denote  fuperior  genius,  he  gained  particular  ap» 
plaufe  by  his  Sacrifice  of  Iphigenia  :  for,  though  the  greateft  mafter 
of  his  art,  he  attempted  not  to  pourtray  the  features  of  Agamemnon  ; 
tut,  throwing  a  vail  over  what  he  did  not  think  it  poflible  to  do  juf- 
tice  to,  left  the  fpeftator  to  imagine  the  diftraftion  of  a  father  who 
WIS  eye-witsefs  to  the  violeat  death  of  a  darling  daughter. 

rt  Naked 
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Naked  her  arm,  but  where  the  bracelet  fhcme^ 
Where  luftre  darted  from  each  orient  Hone. 
Her  jetty  locks  with  richeft  pearl  were  ftrung. 
And  from  her  nofe  a  matchlefs  diamond  hung, 
Clear  as  the  cryftal  of  her  glofly  eye. 
And  feeming  with  its  brighteft  beams  to  vie. 
Juft  to  the  knee  her  floating  garment  fell. 
Which  ill  conceal'd  the  limb's  harmonious  fwell  ; 
And  ilill  the  wind,  affifted  by  her  pace, 
Betray'd  fome  beauty,  and  fome  latent  grace. 
With  folemn  geilure,  and  an  afpeft  kind. 
Which  fpoke  a  refolute  yet  tender  mind, 
She  paid  obeifance  to  th*  attentive  croud. 
Then  lowly  to  her  weeping  mother  bow'd  : 
The  mother  trembling  by  her  darling's  fide. 
Flew  to  her  bofom,  and  thus  fondly  cry'd  : 
**  Ah,  lov'd  Bedukah  !  lov'd,  alas,  in  vain  t 
If  from  afFeftion  this  my  promis'd  gain  ! 
This  the  reward  of  all  my  tender  care. 
For  Rapture,  Anguifh  1  and  for  Hope,  Defpair  ! 
Was  it  for  this  with  confcious  pride  I  glow'd. 
And  balhful  bare  about  the  pleafing  load  ? 
Was  it  for  this  that  Hymen  gaily  fmil'd. 
His  torch  a  meteor  that  deceiv'd  my  child  I 
Curft  be  the  hour  thy  beauties  knew  the  light, 
**  But  doubly  curft  the  matrimonial  rite- 
Would  I  had  'fcap'd  a  mother's  thanklefs  pains, 
Qr  thou  been  deaf  to  Love's  feducing  ftrains. 

««  O  rain 
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^*  O  vain  repinings,  unavailing  heat) 

*'  With  motion  fcarce  my  feeble  pulfes  beat ; 

**  My  aged  knees  can  fcarce  thefe  limbs  fuftain, 

^'  While  forrows  weigh  me  to  the  dufty  plain. 

*'  Ah  yet,  Bedukah  !  yet  confent  to  live^ 

*'  And  life  and  fpirit  to  thy  parent  give. 

*'  Canft  thou  behold  her  finking  to  the  grave, 

**  And  not  ftretch  out  thy  pitying  hand  to  fave  i 

"  Canft  thou  ? — recall  the  fentence  ere  too  late  ; 

*'  On  thy  refolve  depends  my  dubious  fate  : 

**  Thy  mother  fwears  her  fate  is  in  thy  pow'r, 

**  Whether  (he  live,  or  this  her  lateft  hour  : 

"  The  moment  dread  that  gives  thee  to  the  flame, 

**  Devotes  to  ruin  her  decrepit  frame  : 

"  If  this  the  legacy  thy  love  bequeath, 

"  With  thee  united  flie  will  welcome  death. — 

**  G  bleft  event !  O  change  for  ever  dear  ! 

*'  Good  bodes  that  figh,  and  that  repentant  tear ; 

**  Bedukah's  hand  the  trembling  parent  fhields, 

"  And  all  the  Daughter  to  Affeftion  yields ! 

**  Yes,  yes,  my  love,  far  hence  we  will  retire, 

*'  Far  from  this  country,  and  this  rav'nous  pyre  ; 

•'  Far  from  the  place  where  this  fell  cuftom  reigns, 

"  Where  Innocence  is  doom'd  to  fiery  pains. 

*'  To  fome  lone  defart  we  will  fhape  our  way, 

*'  Leave  men  for  favages  more  mild  than  they. 

**  Then  come,  my  child — nor  friend  nor  foe  will  dare 

**  To  vent  their  malice,  and  purfue  us  there  : 

"  No 
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**  No  Prleft  fhall  there  to  broach  his  mandates  ftand, 

"  Nor  Scandal  hunt  us  thro*  the  dreary  land. 

"  Thy  "  Father  too,  whom  Heav'n  propitious  fend 

'*  Loaded  with  treafures  to  his  journey's  end, 

*'  With  heart-felt  rapture  Ihall  applaud  the  voice 

**  Which  footh'd  thy  fcruples,  and  made  life  thy  choice. 

*'  He,  with  his  fortunes,  eagerly  fhall  hafte, 

"  And  fnatch  us  from  the  horrors  of  the  wafte  ; 

"  To  fome  new  clime  our  weary  feet  remove, 

*'  And  peace  and  joy  in  our  endearments  prove.'* 

So  faid  the  Mourner,  and  had  further  faid. 
But  now  her  tongue  to  utterance  is  dead  ; 
Contending  paffions  all  her  foul  opprefs. 
And  now  fhe  hopes,  and  now  ftie  doubts  fuccefs ; 
Till  in  defpair  fhe  calls  her  eyes  below. 
And  groans,  and  looks  a  fpeftacle  of  woe. 

Nor  bare  Bedukah  a  lefs  trying  part. 
Her  mother's  words  had  deeply  pierc'd  her  heart : 
The  dread  refolve  of  one  fhe  held  fo  dear. 
Woke  the  keen  pang,  and  forc'd  the  tender  tear. 
But  li.ill,  whate'er  her  fadden'd  looks  exprefs. 
She  rofe  fuperior  as  arofe  diflrefs  : 
With  folemn  grace  her  mother's  hand  fhe  took. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  her  with  a  foften'd  look : 


"  The  Gentoos  are  great  pierchants,  and  travel  to  all  parts  of  the 
Eaft  ;  which  may  account  for  the  abfsnce  of  our  Heroine's  father  at 
fach  an  intcrefling  time, 

*'  And 
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"  And  lives  the  mother  at  whofe  breaft  I  hung, 
*'  To  ufe  in  vain  her  fupplicating  tongue  ? 
*•  Am  I  fo  cruel  and  rebellious  grown, 
"  To  hear,  unmov'd,  her  melancholy  moan  ? 
*'  To  foothe  her  forrows  with  a  fruitlefs  tear, 
**  And  in  my  purpofe  Hill  to  perfevere  ! 
"  O  !  fhake  this  weaknefs  from  thy  tender  breall, 
^'  Forget  a  wretch  thy  kindnefs  fhould  detelt. 
^*  Sooner  the  Tyger  fhall  with  pity  glow, 
*'  Rude  Rocks  be  foften'd  at  the  plaint  of  woe  ; 
**  The  Tempeft  ceafe,  v/hen  houfelefs  vagrants  plead, 
**  Than  llubborn  Virtue  from  her  path  recede. 
*'  Tho'  Terror,  Peril,  Ruin  bar  the  way, 
*♦  When  Virtue  calls,  her  votaries  obey  : 
*'  Obey  with  joy,  as  her  decrees  require, 
•*  To  Hymen's  altar,  or  the  fun'ral  pyre: 
**  To  the  dear  youth  eternal  truth  to  fwear, 
**  Or  here  to  find  a  wifh'd  releafe  from  care  !— 
•*  Yes,  fondefl  objeft  of  my  aching  heart, 
**  Bedukah  joins  thee,  ne'er  again  to  part : 
•'  Lo  !  he*  fhe  ftands  her  plighted  faith  to  prove, 
**  Nor  deems  the  facrifice  too  great  for  Love. 
"  O  !  yet  with-hold  thy  paflage  to  the  fkies, 
*'  My  foul  in  extacy  with  thine  would  rife  : 
"  One  moment  gives  me  to  th'  infatiate  flame, 
**  In  Death  unites  us,  and  unites  in  fame — 
•'  And  thou,  dear  author  of  my  life,  adieu! 
♦*  Thefe  ftreaming  eyes  mull  take  their  parting  view; 

«*  On 
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**  On  me  no  more  ftiall  fmile  that  honour'd  face, 

♦*  Thefe  looks  our  laft !  and  this  our  laft  embrace  ! 

**  Tho'  nature  pleads,  and  human  weaknefs  feels, 

*'  A  voice  divine  my  doom  terrific  feals. 

'*  Say,  with  what  woes  futurity  is  fraught, 

"  (Cruel  to  fpeak,  and  horrible  to  thought !) 

*'  How  loft  to  hope  !  bow  loft  my  honeft  name  I 

•*  Should  I  confent  to  lead  a  life  of  Ihame. 

**  An  hulband's  fate  Ihould  1  refufe  to  Ihare, 

**  He  to  his  bofom  takes  a  kinder  Fair : 

**  Falfe  to  my  love,  ha  falfnood  Ihall  requite, 

"  And  (hun  my  fteps  in  regions  of  delight. 

*'  If  dark  and  difmal  then  the  profpedl  there, 

**  What  here  remains  bat  horror  and  defpair  ? 

**  Caft  from  the  feat  my  former  title  gave, 

"  The  widovv'd  miftrefs  muft  become  the  flave. 

"  The  mere  idea  worfe  than  death  appears— 

*'  To  barter  Honour  for  a  length  of  years  ! 

"  Efcap'd  from  Calumny's  refiftlefs  tide, 

**  Allow  fome  foreign  clime  my  fliame  might  hide  ; 

"  No  folitude  the  iHng  of  guilt  difarms, 

'♦  Nor  lenient  time,  nor  e'en  a  mother's  arms. 

*'  And  thou,  whofe  love  this  abjedl  ftep  advis'd, 

*'  Couldft  thou  carefs  a  coward  fo  defpis'd  ? 

"  Who  could  fo  low  thro'  fear  of  death  defcend, 

**  And  meanly  live,  to  fhun  a  glorious  end  ! 

**  O  !  let  me  die  while  to  thy  bofom  dear, 

*'  Nor  meet  a  Father's  brow  and  curfe  Cevere  : 

"  While  youth  and  love  and  fame  unfpotted  bloom, 

**  Thro'  tort'ring  flames  Bsdukah  feeks  the  tomb." 

CANTO 
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CANTO       iirV 

As  thro'  the  crowd  her  melting  accents  fteal. 
And  eyes  betray  what  tender  bofoms  feel. 
The  honour'd  item  from  which  fhe  life  deriv'd. 
Sinks  to  the  ground,  of  every  fenfe  depriv'd. 
Long  nature  ftruggled  m  the  Parent's  breafl. 
Till  fpent,  fhe  finds  a  momentary  reft. 
Thrice  happy  were  this  timely  fleep  to  laft. 
Nor  fhe  awake  to  mem'ry  of  the  paft. 
While  now  tiie  priefts  her  fainting  frame  fullain, 
Bedukah  poars  this  foul-diftra^ling  ftrain  : 

"  Ye  fa:  r"d  Bramins  !  pious,  juiT:,  and  fage, 
"  To  Heav'n  devoted,  and  inform'd  by  age  ; 
*'  Whofe  guiltlefs  lives  no  tongues  profane  impeach, 
**  Who  daily  pra£life  what  yoar  doftrines  teach  ; 
"  If  e'er  at  tales  ye  melted  of  diftrefs, 
**  Patient  to  hear,  and  eager  to  redrefs ; 
**  If  e'er  compafhon  touch'd  an  human  breaft, 
'*  Attend  ye  to  an  earneft,  lafl  requeft. 
*'  To  your  decrees  this  cruel  death  I  owe.— 
**  From  my  obedience  what  difafters  flow  ! 
**  The  deareft  objedl  to  thefe  clofing  eyes, 
**  Pale,  fenfelefs,  cold — a  prey  to  forrow  lies ! 

«  For 
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*'  For  pity's  fake,  oh  be  it  then  your  Care 

*'  To  foothe  her  griefs,  and  fnatch  her  from  defpair  : 

**  From  this  fad  profpeft  her  removal  fpeed, 

"  Ere  madnefs  the  return  of  life  fucceed  : 

**  Ere  ihe  awake  to  fuch  a  killing  fight 

*'  As  might  the  Bramin  teach  to  curfe  the  light.*' 

Here  as  the  priefts  her  filial  charge  obey. 
The  lovely  fuppliant  turns  her  head  away. 
She  turns — and  lo!  amid  the  llanders-by 
The  mournful  Lycon  draws  her  glancing  eye. 
His  looks,  that  fpeak  amazement  and  dilbefs. 
Her  thoughts  engage — but  chief  his  foreign  drefs  ; 
Thro'  cuftom  ftill  immur'd  from  public  view. 
By  name  Ihe  only  of  Europeans  knew. 
But  now  a  new-born  courage  prompts  her  tongue, 
(Perhaps  from  pride  a  fudden  impulfe  fprung) 
With  mien  elate  flie  graceful  waves  her  hand. 
As  if  the  youth's  attention  to  command  : 

**  And  thou"  ((lie  cries)  "  whofe  footfteps  hither  bend 
**  To  make  thee  witnefs  of  Bedukah's  end, 
*'  Tho'  chance  mifled  thee,  ftranger,  yet  remain, 
"  And  fee  a  woman  unfubdued  by  pain, 
**  Thy  pity  at  my  wayward  fate  I  view; 
*«  The  choice  "was  mine — no  pity  then  is  due. 
*'  Nor  doubt  nor  fear  Bedukah's  fleps  deters— 
**  If  right,  fhe  triumphs — wrong,  (he  greatly  errs! 
««  O  !  if  her  virtue  then  has  touch'd  thy  heart, 
**  Her  virtue's  praife  be  worthy  of  thy  art : 
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"  To  Chriftian  wives  a  Pagan's  death  relate> 
*•  And  bid  them  envy,  if  not  imitate." 

So  faying,  fhe  diffus'd  a  parting  fmile. 
And  fudden  mov'd  towards  the  fatal  pile : 
The  fatal  pile  with  flow'ry  wreaths  was  crownM, 
That  fragrance  fhed,  and  beauty  caft  around 
(Such  wily  charms  Egyptian  meads  betray. 
Where  deadly  afps  and  lurking  vipers  play). 
By  eafy  fteps  the  fated  height  fhe  gains. 
Where  reft  in  ftate  her  hufband's  lov'd  remains  t 
Around  the  corpfe  Ihe  throws  her  eager  arms. 
His  clay-cold  lips  with  ardent  kiffes  warms. 
But  nor  a  figh  fhe  breathes,  nor  weak  complaint  j 
By  Love  infpir'd,  flie  emulates  the  Saint. 
What  deeds !   what  miracles  does  Love  infpire  I 
For  Love  a  tender  female  braves  the  fire. 
Leaves  the  Philofopher  of  Death  to  preach. 
To  praflife  what  no  apathy  could  reach. 

Nor  long  fhe  waits  a  period  to  her  woes. 
The  tragic  fcene  is  hallening  to  a  clofe  : 
The  fignal  comes  1  (methinks.  I  feel  it  here, 
Still  fhake  my  foul,  and  vibrate  on  my  ear,) 
At  once  a  thoufand  trumpets  rend  the  air, 
A  thoufand  voices  loud  accordance  bear : 
In  Babel's  tower  not  greater  tumult  rung. 
When  ftrange  confufion  jarr'd  from  tongue  to  tongue. 
The  fignal's  giv'n  !  — quick  to  the  altar's  fide 
A  thoufand  torches  are  at  once  applied  : 

At 
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At  once  the  pile  appears  a  general  blaze- 
Black  clouds  of  fmoke  obfcure  bright  Phoebus'  rays  : 
The  priefts  with  fragrant  oil  ftill  feed  the  flame, 
Whofe  darkfome  round  conceals  the  martyr'd  dame. 
O  !  of  this  curtain  let  the  Mufe  avails 
Nor  paint  the  fequel  of  the  horrid  tale. 
Enough  of  female  faith  is  brought  to  light, 
Efteem,  regard,  and  pity  to  excite* 
The  "  Sage  whofe  death  Athenian  annals  ftains. 
And  "f  he  whofe  life  warm-ifTued  thro'  his  veins. 
Yield  her  the  palm — tho'  firmnefs  mark'd  their  end. 
What  heroifm  can  with  this  contend  ? 

Now  to  their  dwellings  had  difpers'd  the  throng- 
While  many  a  foot  pac'd  heavily  along. 
Each  from  the  tragic  fcene  fome  moral  drew— 
The  Mother  warn'd  her  Daughter  to  be  true  ; 
While  the  fond  Bridegroom  by  his  Charmer's  fide 
Wept  but  to  think  her  courage  might  be  tried  ! 
When  Lycon  waking  from  a  thoughtful  vein, 
Defponding  views  the  folitary  plain. 
Bedukah's  words  ftill  trembling  in  his  ear. 
To  the  fad  fpot  he  draws  with  rev'rence  near, 

X  Socrates,  who  being  envied  for  his  great  talents,  was  acciifed  by 
his  countrymen  of  contempt  towards  their  Gods,  and  unjuftly  con- 
demned to  die  by  poifon, 

y  Seneca,  whofe  veins  were  opened  in  a  bath,  by  order  of  the  tyrant 
Nero,  when  he  found  that  the  poifon  he  had  adminiftered  to  the  in- 
ftruftor  of  his  youth  had  failed  of  its  intended  effedl. 

Vol.  ir,  S  Where 
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Where  late  tnfpir'd  Ihe  pour'd  her  parting  flraln. 
Where  her  dumb  aflies  only  now  remain. 
He  marks  the  relics  with  dejefted  eyes. 
And  deeply  fighing  thus  impaffion'd  cries: 

*'  Yes,  brightell  pattern  of  connubial  truth  ! 
*'  Not  unobferv'd  was  facrific'd  thy  youth  ; 
**  Not  inefFeftual  was  thy  fond  requeft, 
"  Nor  idly  utter'd  to  a  fenfelefs  breaft. 
«'  The  Mufe  for  thee  her  fofteft  lyre  (hall  ftring, 
**  Of  thy  hard  fate  in  mournful  numbers  ling. 
**  And  tho'  with  fome  thy  conftancy  may  fail, 
'*  Who  wonder  virtue  can  fo  far  prevail ; 
"  Who  deaf  to  the  bewitching  voice  of  fame, 
*'  Live  for  themfelves,  nor  know  an  higher  aim  ; 
*'  Yet  to  the  Good  thofe  fufF'rings  Ihall  be  dear, 
**  Which  their  Eliza  graces  with  a  tear  : 
*•  Yet  with  the  Gentle  fhall  thy  merits  plead, 
**  Which  thus  to  her  prote£lion  are  decreed  ; 
*'  If  flie  approve,  the  fympathetic  lay 
*'  Shall  footh  the  Serious,  melt  the  thoughtlefs  Gay; 
'•  That  Death  can  lovely  feem  confirm  the  Brave, 
"  When  Honour  crowas  their  union  with  the  Grave." 


E  ASTE  Rr>J 
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EASTERN        ECLOGUES; 

WRITTEN    DURING    A    TOUR    THROUGH 

ARABIA,  EGYPT,  AND  OTHER    PARts    OP    ASIA    AND 
AFRICA,    IN    THE    YEAR    M.DCC.  LXXVII. 

BYTHESAME. 

ECLOGUE   I,     ALEXIS:  or,  the  traveller* 
Scene  :  The  Ruins  of  Alexandria.    Time  :  Morning. 

to    THOMAS    PEARSON,    ES(^. 

WHERE  mouldering  piles  conceal  the  fcuIptor'« 
hand. 
And  Egypt's  pride  lies  fcatter'd  o'er  the  ftrand  ; 
Relics  of  antient  tafte  !  by  Time  betray'd. 
The  tow'ring  column,  ahd  the  gay  arcade  : 
Fragments  of  marble  in  confufion  plac'd, 
Disjoin'd  by  wars,  by  ignorance  defac'd  : 

S  2  Alexis 
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Alexis  oft  the  facred  haunt  would  tread. 

And  hold  fweet  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead. 

Alexis,  by  no  vain  caprice  purfued. 

Who  many  a  race  and  many  a  land  had  view'd  ; 

From  northern  climes,  where  Pkcebus  faintly  fmiles. 

To  where  his  beams  enrich  the  fpicy  iiles ; 

On  hoftile  (hores  by  tempefts  had  been  caft. 

And  many  a  painful  pilgrimage  had  pall  ! 

O!  deeply  vers'd  in  all  the  claffic  lore. 
Mirror  of  deeds  and  charafters  of  yore  ! 
Whate'er  the  fage  or  legiflator  taught. 
The  hero  labour'd,  or  the  artift  wrought. 
Judge  !  critic  !  poet !  may  the  Mufe  afpire 
To  touch  a  theme  more  worthy  of  thy  lyre  ! 

Now  rifing  Phoebus  leaves  the  Cypriaa  (herCt 
Sprung  from  the  wave  whence  Venus  fprang  before. 
Dimm'd  is  th«  orb  that  glow'd  on  Pharos'  height. 
And  polifli'd  domes  refled  the  orient  light ; 
When  lone  Alexis  from  the  port  retreats. 
To  wooe  the  Mufes  in  their  wonted  feats. 
Where  ufelefs  aqueducts  obftruft  the  way, 
And  gaping  catacombs  their  wombs  betray  ; 
Where  long  canals  their  thirlty  beds  extend. 
And  towVs  unroof 'd,  no  more  the  town  defend; 
Wonders  of  art  dccay'd  !  he  penfive  ftrays, 
'  rill  Pompey's  well  known  ■^  pillar  he  furveys. 

Strait 

*  A  J*i)lar  of  {^ranltf,  which  ftill  bears  his  nam",  and  which,  for 

beaut,/. 
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Strait  o'er  his  mind  a  pleafmg  forrow  reigns. 
While  thus  he  vents  it  in  no  fervile  ftrains : 

*'  Illuftrious  trophy  of  a  Hero's  fame  1 
*'  Th'  Egyptian  honodr  !  and  the  Roman  fhame! 
**  That  Rome  who  drove  a  Patriot  from  her  breaft, 
"  This  land  who  thus  her  vitSlim's  wrongs  redreft. 
**  What  though  fuccefs  has  fandify'd  the  crime, 
**  And  Julius  triumphs  to  the  clofe  of  time  ; 
*'  What  tho'  when  Pompey  fled  Pharfalia's  field, 
**  Rome  loft  her  prop,  and  Liberty  her  fhield  ; 
**  Yet  fhall  the  Great  lament  his  fate  fevere, 
**  Which  check'd  a  rival  in  his  bold  career  : 
**   Yet  (hall  a  ftone  this  truth  important  tell — 
**  His  name  may  flourifti  who  obfcurely  fell ! 

**  Prepare,  ye  Loves  !  your  myrtles  ever-green, 
"  To  wreathe  the  *  column  of  Egyptia's  Queen. 
*'  Hither  advance,  ye  pow'rs  of  wit  and  wine  ! 
"   And  hang  your  various  chaplet  on  her  fhrine. 
**  For  laughing  Anthony  your  homage  pay, 
'*  Who  fet  for  love,  and  threw  a  wojld  away!''^  *'^ 

:   -'-  q     »> 

'■;  » * 
beauty  and  fize,  remains  wiihout  a  rival.  It  is  of  the  Corinthian  or- 
der, and  the  Ihaft  of  the  pillar  meafures  90  feet  in  height,  of  a  liable 
ftone,  exclufwe  of  the  pedeftal,  which  is  so  more. 

a  An  obeli(k  of  granite,  commonly  called  Cleopatra's  Needle,  It 
is  60  feet  in  height,  of  a  fingle  ftone,  and  infcribed  with  hierogly- 
phics. There  were  two  of  thefe  elegant  monuments  ftanding  together, 
but  fome  years  ago  one  of  them  was  torn  up  by  ths  root  by  a  violent 
ftorm^  and  lit*  at  prefent  half  buried  in  the  fand, 

S3  "No 
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f*  No  meaner  conquefts  could  his  foul  approve, 

♦^  His  empire,  beauty  !  and  ambition,  love  ! 

*^  P'er  realms  enflav'd  let  proud  Auguftus  reign, 

**  And  live  immortal  in  the  lylantuan  ftrain  ; 

**  A  lot  more  envied  fliall  await  the  pair,  ' 

*?  Whofe  fame  (hall  be  the  faithful  lovers'  care ; 

^*  Still  in  their  talk  the  tender  tale  be  found, 

f  f  Still  frefh  the  afpic's  bite,  and  faulchion's  wound  I 

*'  Around  his  tomb  let  daring  fpirits  throng, 

*'■  While  Ammon's  glories  elevate  the  fong  ! 

**  The  bright  atchievements  feal'd  with  hoflile  bloody 

f^  On  Indus'  banks,  and  Granic's  adverfe  flood ; 

•*  The  noble  feelings  which  the  man  befpoke, 

**  When  Porus  bow'd,  and  Perfia  own'd  the  yoke  : 

"  A  kingdom  render'd  back  with  fuch  a  grace, 

**  Such  pity  to  Darius'  captive  race  : 

**  Thefe  bloom  ftill  vivid  in  the  ''  Painter's  hues, 

*'  And  deck  th'  hiiloric  page  and  tragic  Mufe. 

♦'  Ve  pow'rs  of  commerce  !  here  your  fuccour  bring, 

*'  To  happier  themes  accord  the  filver  ftring. 

^*  Behold  the  port  to  which  blue  Neptune  gave 
*'  A  boundlefs  empire  o'er  the  fubjeft  wave  ! 

*'  Behold  the  mart  where  freighted  navies  meet, 

*'  plenty's  full  horn,  and  trade's  unrival'd  feat ! 

^*  From  ev'ry  foil  where  ev'ry  produd  came, 
y  And  ftamp'd  imperial  with  its  founder's  name : 

b  LeBrun. 

•'  Thefe, 
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^■*  Thefe,  yet  unfung,  fublimer  views  difplay'd, 
**  And,  more  than  conquelt,  deify  his  (hade  ! 

'*  And  muft  thefe  relics  haflen  to  decay, 
*'  And  like  inferior  objefts  pafs  away  ? 
*'  Shall  future  times  recover  from  their  dull 
**  The  canker'd  coin  and  mutilated  bull  ? 
**  Of  Csefar  all  and  Ammon  that  remain, 
**  To  puzzle  fome  Virtu's  conjeft'ring  brain  t 
**  O  death  to  think  1  muft  now  the  abjeft  race 
*'  Of  Turk  and  Arab  lord  it  in  their  place  ? 
**  O'er  proftrate  arts  muft  barb'rous  Goths  afpirc  ? 
*'  More  fell  to  learning  than  the  fignal  fire, 
**  Sages  and  Bards  which  to  oblivion  doom'd, 
"  And  Ptolemy's  enlighten'd  ftore  confum'd.'* 

Thus  plain'd  the  yOuth,  'till  Sol's  increafing  heat 
Warns  him  to  Ihelter  in  fome  cool  retreat. 
Now  to  a  *=  convent's  porch  he  points  his  way, 
Whofe  fdanty  groves  have-made  the  defart  gay. 


c  A  convent  of  four  Francifcan  friars,  which  ftands  amid  the  ruini 
of  Alexandria.  The  in.durtry  of  thefe  holy  men  has  been  attended, 
with  great  fuccefs,  in  the  culture  of  their  little  garden,  which 
abounds  with  grapes,  oranges,  and  all  kinds  of  vegetables.  The  irre- 
proachable manners  of  the  monks  throughout  Turkey,  and  the  pa- 
tience with  which  they  fubmit  to  the  infolence  of  the  Mahometans, 
muft  imprefs  the  traveller  with  a  favourable  idea  of  the  fincerity  of 
their  vocation. 

S  4  Soon 
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••  Soon  as  the  bearded  fathers  meet  his  eye. 
Kings  !  warriors  !  poets  !  from  his  mem'ry  fly ; 
Men  who,  reclufe,  no  lefs  his  wonder  claim. 
Studious  of  good,  yet  carelefs  of  a  name  ! 


ECLOGUE  II.  selima:  or,  the  fair  greek. 
Scene :    A  Seraglio  in  Arabia  Felix.     Time  ;   Noon« 

TO    THE    HON.    MRS.    S.    MONCKTON, 

FAST  by  the  vale  that  bofoms  Sennaa's  pride. 
By  ftreams  meander'd,  and  with  ihades  fupply'd  ; 
Shades,  which  the  boughs  of  breathing  fpices  throw. 
And  Itreams  that  through  eternal  verdure  flow; 
Where  in  one  form  the  feafpni  fhine  copfelt. 
And  blend  to  rule  o'er  Araby  the  bleft  ; 
A  manfion,  pervious  to  no  prying  eye. 
Adorns  the  mead,  and  lifts  its  head  on  high  : 


■A  «•  Gay  pats  my  ftoulder,  and  you  vaniih  quite, 

*•  Streets,  chairs,  and  coxcombs  rufti  upon  my  fight." 

Pope's  Epidl;  to  Mifs  Blount. 

Rear'd 
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Rear'd  by  a  lordly  Khan  with  coft  profufe. 
For  pleafure  deftin'd,  and  for  beauty's  ufe. 
Alas  !  what  pleafure  know  thefe  loneforae  walls- 
Care  gnaws  the  fex  whom  jealoufy  inthrals  ! 

Thou  !   to  each  finer  fenfe  of  feeling  known. 
In  ev'ry  thought  and  word  and  adion  fhown  ; 
Whether  thy  converfe  virtue's  charms  refound, 
Digrefs  with  fancy,  or  with  wit  abound. 
Attend,  Sophia  !  to  the  tale  I  bring. 
For  lonely  meads  forfake  the  courtly  ring. 
Tho'  grace  thy  fteps,  tho'  tafte  thy  lyre  fuilain. 
Quit  the  gay  dance,  and  hufh  thy  fweeter  ftrain  ; 
The  wrongs  of  injur'd  beauty  I  rehearfe. 
And  well  thy  fympathy  ihall  pay  the  verfe ! 

Amid  the  thoiightlefs  and  obfequious  throng. 
That  liftlefs  drag  the  load  of  life  along; 
That  plung'd  in  baths  perfum'd,  and  rofeate  bow'rs. 
In  polifh'd  flav'ry  lofe  their  wanton  hours  ; 
A  nymph  of  other  hue  this  Haram  held. 
In  charms  of  perfon  who  her  peers  excell'd  j 
But  chief  of  all  thofe  fofter  charms  pofTeft, 
Which  calm,  adorn,  exalt  the  female  breaft! 
Unrival'd  in  her  mailer's  love  Ihe  reign'd. 
But  love  unfought  her  noble  foul  difdain'd  : 
Of  jealous  bonds  Ihe  felt  the  galling  weight. 
And  figh'd  for  freedom  in  a  regal  ftate  ! 

Oft  when  bright  Cynthia  chas'd  the  midnight  fhade. 
Through  gloomy  walks  ihe  folitary  ftray'd  j 

Her 


(     0.66     ) 

Her  golden  bed  for  dewy  Ikies  forfook. 
Her  vocal  virgins  for  the  murm'ring  brook. 
On  the  moift  bank  would  pafs  the  night  reclin'd, 
'Till  came  her  lord  his  abfent  love  to  find; 
With  foft  complaints  her  cold  delay  to  chide. 
And  hufh  thofe  griefs  (he  ftrove  in  vain  to  hide. 

Once  as  at  noon  th*  accuftom'd  dome  (he  fought. 
With  curious  fkill,  and  rich  materials  wrought; 
In  each  recefs  where  fcented  fountains  play. 
And  give,  enforc'd,  a  coolnefs  to  the  day ; 
Sick  of  the  fcene,  her  comrades'  fole  delight. 
From  vice  and  folly  flie  averts  her  fight. 
Here  might  you  fee,  in  pride  of  beauty's  blaze, 
A  female  lill'ning  to  an  eunuch's  praife  ; 
There,  where  a  glafs  the  chryftal  bath  fupply'd. 
One  naked  bent  enamour'd  o'er  the  tide  ; 
A  damfel  here,  applauded,  wake  the  lyre. 
To  notes  of  low,  libidinous  defire  ; 
While  there  a  group,  with  pidur'd  terrors  pale. 
Imbibe  the  wonders  of  a  fairy  tale. 
Each  as  her  fancy  prompts,  the. time  employs. 
And  gives  a  loofe  to  vifionary  joys  ! 
While  feme  at  chefs  exert  their  aflive  pow'rs. 
The  reft  in  (lumbers  cheat  the  fultry  hours. 
Th'  Arabian  berry  circles  round  the  room. 
And  from  the  lighted  tube  afcends  perfume. 
Nor  abfent  here  the  grateful  juice  of  lime, 
Nor  each  rare  fruit  that  crowns  the  happy  clime. 

Lo/i 


(    2«7     ) 

Loft  to  the  croud,  fair  Selima  apart 
Thus  breath'd  the  forrovvs  of  a  burthen'd  heart  % 

"  Ah  !  why  to  youth  and  beauty  was  I  born, 
*'  If  clouded  thus  the  promife  of  my  morn  ? 
**  Ah!  why  from  Greece  to  thefe  rude  regions  brought, 
^*  If  not  by  pomp  and  golden  fhackles  caught  ? 
*'  When  pleafure  fuits,  ^nd  health  confirms  my  bloom^ 
**  Why  here  in  folitude  my  days  con  fume  ? 
"  A  folitude  that  no  diverfion  knows, 
"  Save  when  lewd  paflion  chafes  dull  repofe  : 
"  When,  ftung  by  luft,  a  tyrant  feeks  my  arms, 
*'  And  claims  by  gold  thefe  violated  charms. 
*'  O  fhameful  ftate  1  O  undeferv'd  remove 
*'  From  focial  converfe  !  and  unblemifh'd  love! 
**  Witnefs,  ye  joys !  that  never  will  return, 
**  Thefe  tears  bear  witnefs  to  the  change  I  mourn, 
**  Ye  pines  I   which  circle  Ida's  facred  brow, 
*'  How  oft  your  barks  have  told  a  lover's  vow  ! 
"  Ye  flreams  !  that  giilh  meand'ring  down  hisfide^ 
*'  Ye  knew  the  vow  as  fpotlefs  as  your  tide  ; 
**  The  vow  which  Cleon  to  my  ear  preferr'd, 
?'  The  vow  which  Selima  with  rapture  heard  ! 

*'  Sad  is  the  thought,  and  fatal  to  my  reft, 
<•  Which  fhews  me  ravifh'd  from  a  parent's  breaft; 
"  By  hardea'd  pirates  hurry'd  to  the  main, 
*'  While  age  ftretch'd  forth  her  fuppliant  arms  in  vain  ! 
*'  Hard  is  the  lot  which  threw  me  on  this  fhore, 
*'  My  freedom  barter'd  for  a  grafp  of  ore  ; 

-  .  "  With 
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"  With  pamper'd  flaves  to  fwell  a  Haram's  pride, 

"  From  earth  fecluded  !  and  to  heav'n  deny'd  ! 

•*  But  fooner,  dearefl  Cleon  !  be  forgot 

*•  That  fad  idea,  and  this  cruel  lot ; 

*'  A  mother's  woe,  my  defolated  youth, 

*'  Than  all  thy  graces,  tendernefs,  and  truth  ! 

**  Ah  !  fhould  thy  faith  have  prompted  thee  to  roam 

**  In  fearch  of  her  whofe  bofom  was  thy  home  ; 

**  Perhaps,  poor  youth  !  my  fortune  may  be  thine— 

*•  One  curfe  may  blend  whom  love  forbade  to  join  ! 

**  Perhaps  a  flave,  thou  cut'ft  the  Turkifh  main, 

*'  And  feel'ft  my  abfence  heavier  than  thy  chain!'* 

More  had  her  grief — when  lo !  to  crown  her  fears. 
Her  dreaded  fuitor  at  the  porch  appears. 

Around  their  Lord  the  nymphs  fequacious  throng  ; 

One  tries  to  lure  him  with  an  am'rous  fong : 

His  praifes  fome  in  foothing  flrains  repeat, 

Thefe  kifs  his  robe,  and  thofe  embrace  his  feet. 

While  he,  by  all  their  little  arts  unmov'd. 

In  hafte  advances  to  his  coy  belov'd. 

The  envy'd  token  in  her  lap  he  threw. 

And,  inly  fighing,  Selima  withdrew. 


S  CL  O  GU  E 
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ECLOGUE  IIL     RAMAH  :  or,  the  bramin. 
Scene :  The  Pagoda  of  Conjeveram  =.   Time  :  Evening. 

TO    ROBERT    PATTON,    ESq^ 

HIGH  on  the  top  of  that  religious  fane, 
Whofe  fpires  from  far  attra(5l  the  zealot-train. 
Pride  of  Gentoos  I  mid  fuperftition's  nighty 
Which  fhines  a  beacon  to  the  Pagan's  fight, 
A  Bramin  flood — expos'd  to  ev'ry  eye. 
The  roof  his  bed,  his  canopy  the  fky ; 
For  three  long  days  he  here  the  clime  defy'd. 
Revenge  his  ftudy,  and  diftrefs  his  pride. 
O'er  woes  impending  runs  his  labouring  mind. 
And  omens  thicicen  in  the  coming  wind  1 

«  Conjeveram  is  a  very  flourifhlng  town  In  the  Carnatic,  and  fa- 
mous for  its  lofty  and  rapacious  pagoda.  The  curious  reader  will 
find  a  particular  defcription  of  this  heathen  temple,  and  the  frequent 
fieges  it  fuftained,  in  Mr.  Ormt's  elegant  Hiftory  of  the  War  of  In- 
doftan.  The  melancholy  event  or  which  this  Poem  is  founded,  oc- 
curred within  the  obfervation  of  the  Author,  who  was  an  accidental 
witnefs  to  this  extrivagance  of  enthufiafm,  in  the  fpring  of  the  year 
1771. 

Friend  I 
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Friend  !  to  whofe  love  toy  Mufe  her  being  owdSj 
.Which  knew  her  lifpittg,  and  which  riper  knows, 
If  e'er  (he  favour  with  the  public  found. 
To  which  muft  all  the  little  praife  redound  ; 
With  her  awhile  to  tragic  fcenes  retire,     . 
Scenes  which  miftaken  principles  infpire. 
And  tho'  to  thee  familiar  is  the  tale 
Where  fraud  and  folly  through  the  Eaft  prevailj 
Ambition's  guilt  and  SuperJlition's  fchool 
Are  flill  contemn'd,  where  truth  and  reafon  rule  ! 

The  fun  had  fet  behind  Myforean  hills. 
And  left  the  theatre  of  human  ills  ; 
The  meteor  Bigotry  his  light  fucceeds. 
And  fenfe  retreats,  and  man  devoted  bleeds  ! 
See  pious  Ramah  with  its  rage  poffefl:, 
Whom  zeal-taught  frenzy  numbers  with  the  bleft. 
Tho'  bow'd  his  frame,  his  ftrength  with  fafting  fpenty 
His  wav'ring  foul  afllimes  her  dire  intent : 
Of  aught  but  bright  rewards  he  fcorns  to  thinks 
And  ventures  to  the  Pagod's  fearful  brink. 
The  cruel  fhouts  of  thoufandsrend  the  air 
To  fteel  his  mind,  and  flatter  his  defpair  : 
He  flands  in  adt  to  fpring  amid  the  croud. 
But  utters  firft  thefe  dying  words  aloud  : 

•*  Ye  Gods !  protedors  of  the  Indian  race, 
•*  Now  trembles  not  your  empire  to  its  bafe  ? 
"  Say,  on  what  fpot  your  altars  fhall  be  found, 
**  While  mad  Ambition  walks  his  guilty  round  ? 

*'  Lo 
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**  Lo !  by  the  Ganges'  confecrated  flood 

**  The  facred  Cow  diflains  the  earth  with  blood  ; 

**  Seledled  form  of  purity  divine  ! 

**  Mute  interceflbr  at  your  holy  ihrine  I 

**  I  fee  !  I  fee  !  the  fated  ruin  fpread, 

**  The  Ilream  polluted  at  the  fountain-head  ! 

**  Religion  changing  thro'  the  land  her  vow ; 

•*  The  Mofque  afpiring  o'er  the  Pagod's  brow  : 

**  But  chief  the  holy  temples  of  Tanjore 

**  Defil'd,  where  Mahomet  ne'er  trod  before  ! 

**  With  crimes  be  mark'd  that  inaufpicious  day^, 
**  When  o'er  our  bounds  the  Tartar  forc'd  his  way. 
*'  Nor  hills  nor  floods  can  Hop  thefe  robbers  fell, 
**  Whom  views  of  conqueft  or  of  gold  impel ! 
**  Then  vanifh'd  all  the  plenty  of  the  plain, 
**  Fear  feiz'd  the  maiden,  and  defpair  the  fwain  : 
•'  Golconda's  gems  difFus'd  their  novel  rays, 
*'  And  guilt  was  circled  with  the  diamond's  blaze, 
**  Nor  fcap'd  our  Pagods  facrilegious  hands — 
•'  Not  Jaggernaut  on  lone  Orixa's  faods  ; 
**  Not  ^  Tripetti,  whofe  feafts  a  treafure  yield,, 
*<  Had  faith  to  guard  them,  or  had  Gods  to  ftiield ! 

f  Tripetti  is  fituated  in  a  noithern  pafs  of  the  Carnatic,  and  is  re- 
£)rted  to  from  all  parts  of  the  Eaft  for  its  annual  fair,  the  duties  of 
which  produce  an  immenfe  revenue,  Tliis  is  the  jrnsft  celebrated 
mart  in  India  foi  horfes,  where  many  thoufands  of  thefc  noble  ani-. 
snals  are  yearly  expofed  for  fale, 

2  *'  The 
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"  The  mooned  ftandard  fcatters  terror  wide'j 

"  And  fortune  marfhals  on  th'  invader's  fide : 

**  Then  peace  affrighted  fled  the  hoftile  fhore, 

*'  And  truth  and  love  and  fricndfhip  were  no  more  ! 

*'  But  foon  th'  all-righteous  Gods  reveng,'d  our  caufe, 
**  And  Chriftians  fent,  to  give  our  tyrants  laws  ; 
•*   With  daring  keel  o'er  ocean's  wilds  to  Urayj 
*'  In  turn  to  difpoflefs  them  of  their  prey. 
•*  How  oft  the  ftrand  with  Moorilh  blood  yvas  dy'dj 
•*  While  rapine's  vaiTals  endlefs  ftreams  fupply'd  ! 
•'  Not  long  the  fons  of  Lufitania  hold  •■■ 
•*  Their  conquefts,  founded  on  the  luft  of  gold  } 
*'  The  s  Hollander  infidious  fpreads  his  toils, 
•'  Fawns  like  a  friend,  and  feizes  on  the  fpoils. 
*'  His  ill-got  fceptre  bloflbms  but  to  fade, 
•*  By  fraud  fecur'd,  and  with  injuflice  fway'd. 
*'  Wither'd  its  force — two  rivals  now  appear, 
*'  There  the  proud  Gaul,  the  gen'rous  Briton  here  ! 


S  The  manner  in  whiih  the  Dutch  extirpated  the  Portugwefe  from 
their  fettlements  in  Ind'a,  's  a  difgraci5  to  hiftory,  and  cannot  but  ex- 
cite the  deteftatioii  of  every  reader.  But  while  their  power  is  anni- 
hilated on  the  Continent,  every  lover  of  his  country  muft  confidet' 
■with  pleafure  the  condu£l  and  Aiccefs  of  the  Englifli  in  this  quarter. 
Acquired  at  firft  by  felf-defence  againft  the  attacks  of  native  and  fo- 
reign enemies,  a  commercial  company  continue  to  fupport  an  exten- 
five  and  remote  empire,  as  much  by  the  excrcife  of  moderation  and 
juftice  as  by  the  terror  of  their  arms. 

"  Wi^h 


**  \Vlth  various  chance  each  army  charg'd  the  foe, 

'*  Whilfe  Afia  waited  the  decifive  blow. 

*•  Succefs  at  length  fuperior  valour  crown'd, 

*•  And  Britain  reign'd,  and  blell  the  nations  round  ! 

•*  Alas !  how  devious  are  a  mortal's  ways— 
**  Him  honour  quits,  and  avarice  betrays. 
*'  Ah  1  what  avails  that  LavVrence  led  his  baiidi 
*•  To  fnatch  ftom  ruin  our  devoted  lands  ! 
*'  On  injur'd  heirs  that  Clive,  like  Ammon's  foil, 
**  Beliovv'd  the  kingdoms  which  his  fword  had  won  I 
**  That  Pigot's  councils  lent  to  vitSl'ry  wings, 
"  And  fix'd  the  limits  of  contending  kings  ! 
*'  Vain  is  the  hero's,  vain  the  ftatefman's  toil, 
**  If  hard  oppr^ffiort  curfe  the  gen'rous  foil  5 
*'  If  local  rulers  loofe  the  Tartar's  hand 
**  To  grafp  at  crowns,  and  defolate  the  land  ! 

*'  Too  long  thefe  eyes  have  view'd  the  growing  ill^ 
"  Then  welcome,  death  !  this  frui clefs  plaint  to  ftilj. 
**  if  for  their  fins  fo  many  of  our  tribe 
*'  Have  perinance  fram'd,  no  colours  can  defcribe  ; 
*'  If  fome  from  Sind  to  Dehli's  far  abode 
"  Have  meafur'd  with  their  lengths  the  flinty  road  3 
"  If  others'  courage  wilder  feats  have  dar'd, 
"  Nor  bow'd  by  famine,  nor  by  torture  fcar'd  ; 
"  Him  no  falfe  pride  impels  when  Ramah  falls, 
"  Whom  not  his  own  but  country's  danger  calls : 
*'  Calls,  by  a  timely  facrilice  to  move 
*'  Remorfe  below,  or  vengeance  from  above  ! 

Vot.  U,  T  *'  Bat 
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•'But  mark  me — death  the  prophecy  fliall  feal, 

*'  Ye  bafe  apoftates  to  Britannia's  weal  ! — 

*'  Nought  but  diftrefs,  commotion  and  difgrace 

**  Attend  your  favour  to  the  Tartar  race. 

**  That  weight  remov'd  which  poiz'd  Indoftan's  fcale  ^, 

**  Againft  your  Crofs  the  Crefcent  fhall  prevail : 

*'  'Till  late  you  find  'twas  not  in  vain  he  bled, 

"  Whofe  curfes  lighted  on  the  guilty  head." 

He  fpake — and  headlong  darted  from  the  height. 
Swift  as  the  falling  meteor  cleaves  the  night. 
The  hollow  pavement  to  the  fall  refounds  ; 
The  body  ftreams  with  undiftinguilh'd  wounds : 
The  martyr's  end  the  temple's  records  own. 
And  leaves  a  leiTon  to  the  Britifh  throne  ! 


•*  The  balance  of  power  ftould  be  the  principal  objedl  of  every 
ftatc,  and  the  reftoration  of  the  king  of  Tanjore  fliews  the  Company 
to  be  attentive  thereto.  Policy,  as  well  as  humanity,  enforced  thit 
meafurej  which,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  obviate  the  prophecy  of  our 
Bramin,  notwithflianding  there  is  reafva  blended  with  his  fanaticifm. 


ECLOGUE 
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ECLOGUE  IV.    THE  ESCAPE  :  or,  the  captives; 
Scene:  The  Suburbs  of  Tunis.     Time:  Night. 

TO    JAMES    iRWiNj,    £S<^ 

■'^Tr^WO  youths  of  noble  birth,  whofe  wayward  fate 

Jl     Had  doom'd  to  languilh  in  a  captire  ftate  j 
Who  to  Iberia  daily  fent  in  vain 
Soft  fighs  and  wifties  o'er  the  parting  main : 
Whofe  fond  remembrance  flill  would  backward  go. 
And  from  the  eontraft  edge  the  prefent  woe  : 
Tb  whom  e'en  Hope  but  lent  a  glim'ring  ray-^ 
Thefe  wake  the  tear^  and  aflc  the  clofing  lay  I 
And  wilt  thou,  Irwin  !   to  the  call  attend. 
Which,  more  than  brother,  indicates  the  friend  i 
Wilt  thou,  in  lib'ral  notions  chiefly  great, 
Sufpend  the  cares  that  ftill  on  office  ^  wait  f 
And  while  the  Captives'  forrovvs  touch  thy  breaff-, 
i^nd  gen'rous  rage,  and  painful  thought  fuggeft  j 

»  This  gentleman  has  long  held  a  confiderable  Qrinployment  in  the 
i'ervic«  gf  the  £aft  India  Company  at  Bengal, 

T  2  Juik* 
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Like  them  tho'  'fcap'd  the  chain  he  whilom  drew. 
Lament  the  fortune  which  a  brother  knew  ! 

Deep  in  a  corner  of  the  fpacious  bay 
Where  mofque-crown*d  Tunis  owns  a  pirate's  fway  ; 
To  fan  the  air  where  ftill  the  fea-breeze  flics. 
The  fumptuous  palace  of  the  monarch  lies. 
Here^arch-dpiazzas  rife  on  ev'ry  fide. 
With  marble  pav'd,  and  fofas  rich  fupply'd. 
Whate'er  can  minifter  to  filken  eafe. 
Beauty  to  foothe,  and  melody  to  pleafe  ; 
The  fong,  the  dance,  the  bath,  the  opiate  bowl. 
Here  flow  fucceflive,  and  bewitch  the  foul. 
Nor  left  the  fragrant  gardens  charm  the  fight. 
Shades  of  repofe,  and  fcenes  of  foft  delight  : 
Where  not  a  flarub  but  keeps  its  vernal  prime, 
And'not  a  fount  but  mollifies  the  clime. 
To  rear  the  flow'r,  to  drefs  the  bow'r  of  joy, 
A  thoufand  flaves  their  daily  toil  employ  : 
And  in  this  fenfual  Eden's  ample  round. 
The  toil  of  thoufands  is  unequal  found  ! 

Here 'were  our  youths  their  wonted  taflcs  aflign'c. 
And  here  in  gentler  bondage  long  they  pin'd. 
While  their  late  crew  feverer  treatment  bore, 
Chain'd  to  the  toilfome  labour  of  the  oar. 
But  daring  thoughts  engage  each  manly  breaft, 
Piann'Tl  by  their  chiefs,  and  whifper'd  to  the  refl:.- 
BoH  the  attempt  which  liberty  infplres. 
And  fond  afiledlion  for  a  mafter  fires  I 

Thia 
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This  night  is  fix'd  to  feize  their  anch'ring  prey. 
And  pufh  o'er  ocean  their  advent'rous  way. 
Full  Luna  now  her  friendly  ray  difplay'd, 
To  bear  the  lover  to  his  waking  maid  ; 
The  flying  captive  on  his  road  to  light. 
While  flumber  feals  the  watchful  dragon's  fight; 
When  forth  the  Spaniards  to  the  terrace  Hole, 
Beneath  whofe  height  th'  encircling  waters  roll. 
A  cord  they  fix,  and  und'fmay'd  attend. 
Swift  to  the  welcome  galley  to  defcend. 
And  now  their  eyes  a  fairer  view  explore. 
Where  freedom  beckons,  and  their  native  (hort  ; 
All  to  the  lover  or  the  hufband  dear. 
Beams  on  their  mind,  and  fpeaks  the  nnion  near!       ? 
But  while  on  expeftation's  brink  they  ftand. 
While  doubts  contradt,  and  hopes  their  breafts  expand. 
Known  to  the  Mufe,  each  confcious  youth  efTays 
To  paint  his  love,  and  reach  his  charmer's  praifc. 

Perez  began.     A  virgin  was  his  theme. 
Bright  as  her  orb,  yet  cold  as  Cynthia's  beam ! 

"  O  thou  !  to  whom  my  youthful  vows  belong, 
**  Strength  of  my  fword  !   and  goddefs  of  my  fong  ! 
*•  Who  oft  my  chivalry  with  fmiles  haft  paid, 
*'  And  deign'd  to  grace  tT\e  midnight  ferenade  .: 
"  Be  thou  propitious  to  this  teeming  hour, 
•*  Which  gives  a  captive  to  thy  boundlefs  pow'r. 
"  Love,  more  than  Freedom,  tempts  him  o'er  the  wave, 
■*'  To  own  his  tyrant,  and  refume  the  flave. 
;^  »»  T  3  **  To 
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?'  To  him  all  thoughts  of  liberty  were  vain, 

?*  Who,  fcap'd  from  bondage,  feeks  a  ftronger  chain  \ 

"  Let  Marcia  then  her  Perez'  claim  approve, 
?'  His  truth  pcrfuade  her,  and  his  fufF 'rings  move. 
**  And  you,  my  rivals  !  who  that  claim  difdain'd, 
*'  ScofF'd  at  my  lot,  and  by  my  abfence  reign'd  j 
?*  Or  in  the  lifts,  or  in  your.am'rous  fuit, 
•'  For  love  and  honour  Perez  will  difpute. 
'*  In  vain  you  poize  the  lance,  or  breathe  the  vow — • 
f  The  fair-one  twines  the  wreath  for  Perez'  brow  1'* 

Sebaftian  then.     Him  fills  a  dearer  name. 
Soft  as  her  light,  and  chafte  as  Dian's  fame  J 

*'  And  will  to  thee  Sebaftian  be  reftor'd, 
•'  With  fmiles  be  welcom'd,  as  with  fighs  deplor'd ! 
*'  "Will  love  o'erpay  thee  with  a  late  embrace, 
f  Wife  of  my  choice  1  and  guardian  of  my  race  ! 
•*  See,  if  the  thought  diftblve  me  not  to  tears, 
"  My  manhood  fhake,  and  waken  all  my  fears, 
"  No  babes,  perhaps,  may  lifp  a  fire's  return-— 
**  The  mother's  truft  tranfmitted  to  an  urn  ! 
f  Or  if  {o  hopelefs,  fo  fevere  ftiy  fate, 
"  Thofe  children  now  may  weep  their  orphan  ftate  I 

"  5«t  let  Sebaftian  brighter  profpefts  fway, 
*'  Lefs  dark  his  mind  when  darker  far  his  day  ! 
*'  Lo  !  Freedom  wings  him  to  the  blifsful  fpot, 
*'  Where  hous'd  in  peace,  his  chains  will  be  forgot, 
f  f  Him  Leonora  waits  in  matchlefs  charms, 
?*  yp  llrain  an  exile  in  her  widpw'd  arms  i 
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•"  Of  parent!  fpoufe!  with  each  endearing  tic 
**  This  vacuum  in  his  being  to  fupply!" 

He  faid ;  and  faw  the  objeft  in  his  reach  : 
The  friendly  galley  ftrikes  upon  the  beach. 
Swift  by  the  cord  the  Captives  downward  glide—* 
The  bark  drops  filent  with  the  ebbing  tide. 
Now,  unobferv'd,  the  lower  fort  they  gain. 
Now  fhoot  the  narrow  outlet  to  the  main. 
To  crown  their  hopes  the  wind  from  Tunis  blows  ; 
They  pafs  the  Cape  where  ancient  Carthage  rofe  : 
Onward  their  courfe  with  toil  unceafing  ply, 
'Till  Murcia's  mountains  faintly  tinge  the  flcy. 
Touch'd  at  the  fight,  they  caft  their  cares  behind. 
While  all  their  country  rufhes  oa  their  mind  i 
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ON  THE  PEACE  OF  AIX  LA  CHAPELLE. 
MDCCXLVIII. 

BY     DR.    H  U  R  D. 

|E  flill,  my  fears,  fuggeft  no  falfe  alarms ; 
The  Poet's  rapture,  and  the  lyric  fire 
Are  vain  :  enough  that  inclination  warms  ; 
No  foreign  influence  needs  the  willing  Mufe  inlpire. 
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The  willing  Mufe,  adventurous  in  her  flight, 
To  thee,  lov'd  Peace,  fliall  ralfethe  untaught  ftrainj 
Her  thy  fair  triumphs  and  thy  arts  delight. 
Thy  feftive  branch  fh«  bears,  and  joins  thy  focial  train. 

High  on  fome  wave-worn  clifF  fhe  views  ferene. 
Safe  on'  the  deep,  the  freighted  navies  ride  ; 
Old  Ocean  joys  to  fee  the  peaceful  fcene, 
^nd  bids  his  billows  roll  with  an  exulting  tide. 

Or,  where  Augufta's  turrets  cleave  the  ikies. 
She  loves  to  mix  with  Ait's  inventive  band. 
Sees  Induftry  in  forms  unnumber'd  rife. 
To  fcatier  b'effings  vvide,  and  civilize  the  land; 

Or  flies,  with  tranfport,  to  her  native  plain, 
.    .   Sees  corn-clad  fields,  frefh  lawns,  and  paftures  faif. 

Sees  plenty  vindicate  her  ancient  reign. 
And  pour  forth  all  her  charms  to  crown  the  various  year. 

But  chief  the  Mufe  to  Academic  groves 
Her  kindred  train  and  beft-lbv'd  arts  invite  ; 
Thro' Cam's  o'er-lhadowing  bowers  intranc'd  fhe  roves^ 
Whence  facred  Science  ftreams,  and  Genius  Ipreads  his 

*'  Here  will  I  reft,"  fhe  cry'd ;  "  my  laurel  here 
*•  Eternal  blooms ;  here  hangs  my  golden  lyre, 
♦*  Which  erft  my  Spenfer  tun'd  to  fhepherd's  ear^ 
f  And  Ipftieft  MiUon  fmote  with  genuine  epic  fire. 

ff  An4 
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f^  And  O  !  if  aught  my  fond  prefages  (hew, 

**  On  thefe  lov'd  bowers  while  Peace  her  influence 

"  fheds, 
'*  Some  hand  again  ihall  fnatch  it  from  the  bough, 
*'  Wake  each  high-founding  firing,   and   charm    the 
*'  echoing  glades. 

**  Then  fhall  be  fung  the  glorious  deeds  of  war, , 
**  How  Virtue  ftrove,  where  envious  Fortune  fail*d  : 
"  Expedling  Fame  the  conflidl  view'd  from  far, 
^*  And  Britain's  valour  crown'd,  the*  Gallia's  hoft  pre* 
"  vail'd. 

*•  Yet  then,  even  then  (ch'  indignant  verfe  fhall  tefl) 
*•  A  furer  vengeance  rofe  to  whelm  the  foe; 
"  When  hell-born  Faftion  iffu'd  from  her  cell, 
"  And  on  her  impious  head  drew  half  the  deftin'd  blow. 

**  But,  hark!  the  loud  triumphant  ftrains  declare, 
"   How  Britain's  majefty  uhrivall'd  rofe, 
"  When  all  the  glories  of  the  naval  war 
**  Beam'd  round  her  conquering  flag,  and  circled  An- 
*♦  fon's  brows." 

Till  thus  the  Power  by  Freedom's  fons  obey'd: 
«'  Let  blood-ftain'd  glory  fwell  the  tyrant's  breaft  j 
*'  Be  mine  Compaflion's  healing  wing  to  fpread, 
♦»  To  Iheath  the  wafting  fword,  and  give  the  nations  reft : 
*  "  Then 
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"  Then  (as  the  Mufe  inrapturM  Ihall  dlfplay^ 
'*  War's  impious  roar,  and  Faftion's  murmurs  ceafe  ; 
'*  His  gracious  eye  (heds  luftre  on  the  day, 
/*  And  lends  the  quickening  beam  to  chear  the  arts  of 
"  Peace." 


SONNET. 

JOR      THE      ROOT-HOUSE      AT      WREST    ^. 
BY  THOMAS  EDWARDS,  ESQ^l 

STRANGER,  or  gueft,  whome'er  this  hallow'd  grove 
Shall  chance  receive,  where  {weet  contentment  dwells. 
Bring  here  no  heart  that  with  ambition  fwells. 
With  avarice  pines,  or  burns  with  lawlefs  love  : 

Vice- tainted  fouls  will  all  in  vain  remove 

To  fylvan  ihades,  and  hermits'  peaceful  cells. 
In  vain  will  feek  retirement's  lenient  fpells. 

Or  hcpe  that  blifs  which  only  good  men  prove  : 


k   A  feat  belonging  to  the  Earl  of  Hardwicke, 
*  Stc  Dbdflej's  Cglle<5tion;  vol.  Ji.  p.  337. 
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Jf  heaven-born  truth,  and  facred  virtue's  lore. 
Which  chear,  adorn,  and  dignify  the  mind. 
Are  conftant  inmates  of  thy  honeft  breaft. 
If,  unrepining  at  thy  neighbour's  ftore. 

Thou  count'ft  as  thine  the  good  of  all  mankind. 
Then  welcome  fliare  the  friendly  groves  of  Wrell. 


SONNET, 

TO    MISS    H.  M. 
BY     THE     SAME. 

SWEET  Linnet,  who  from  off  the  laurel  fpray 
That  hangs  o'er  Spenfer's  ever-facred  tomb, 
Pour'ft  out  fuch  notes  as  ftrike  the  Woodlark  dum!>. 
And  vie  with  Philomel's  inchanting  lay. 

How  (hall  my  verfe  thy  melody  repay  ? 

If  my  weak  voice  could  reach  the  age  to  come. 
Like  Colin  Clout's,  thy  name  fhall  ever  bloon^ 

Through  future  times,  unconfcious  of  decay-: 


%at 
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IBut  fuch  frail  aid  thy  inerits  not  require. 
Thee  Polyhymnia,  in  the  rofeate  bowers 
Of  high  Parnaflus,  'midll  the  vocal  throng, 
.Shall  glad  receive,  and  to  her  tuneful  fire  iiV'i-iirv  ,tl 
Prefent  ;  where,  crown'd  with  amaranthine  flowers. 
The  raptur'd^  choir  Ihall  liften  to  thy  fong. 


SONNET. 

TO    Wi  l^-BERDEN,-  M.  D, 
B  "y       T    H    2       SAME. 

OHEBERDEN;  Whofe  falutary  care 
Has  kindly  driven  me  forth  the  crowded  Town, 
To  Turrick,  and  the  lonely  Country  down. 
To  breathe  from  Chiltern  hills  a  purer  air. 

For  thoufands'  fakes  may  Heaven  indulgent  fpare 
Long,  long  thy  ufeful  life,  and  blellings  crown 
Thy  healing  crts,  while  well-deferv'd  renown, '.  . 

V/ith  V'calth  unenvied,  waits  thy  toil  and  care : '    i/'T 

1-i  And 
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And  when  this  grateful  heatt  (hall  beat  no  more, 
(Nor  long,  I  ween,  can  laft  my  tottering  frame. 
But  foon,  with  me,  this  mortal  coil  fhall  en-d) 
Do  thou,  if  Calumny  again  fliould  roar, 
Cherifli  his  memory,  and  proteft  his  fame. 

Whom  thy  true  worth  has  made  thy  faithful  friend* 


SONNET. 

TO   MR.   ;.  PAIC2. 
BY      THE       SAME, 

JOSEPH,  the  worthy  Son  of  worthy  Sire, 
Who  well  repay'ft  thy  pious  parents  care 
To  train  thee*  in  the  ways  of  Virtue  fair. 
And  early  with  the  love  of  Truth  Infpire. 

What  farther  can  my  clofing  eyes  defire 
To  fee,  but  that  by  wedlock  thop  repair 
The  vvafte  of  death  j  and  raife  a  virtuous  heir 

To  build  our  Houfe,  e'er  I  in  peace  retire  ? 

Youth 
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Youth  is  the  time  for  Love :  Then  choofc  a  Wife, 
With  prudence  choofe  ;  'tis  Nature's  genuine  voice  j 
And  what  fhe  truly  diftates  muft  be  good; 
Neglefted  once  that  prime,  our  remnairt  life 
Is  four'd,  or  fadden'd  by  an  ill-tim'd  choice. 
Or  lonely,  dull,  and  friendlefs  folitude. 


S       O       N        N        E        Ti 

TO    THE    SAME. 

15  Y     THE     SAME. 

'"  X  X/ITH  prudence  choofe  a  wife"— Be  thy  firfl  tar? 
Y  V     Her  Virtue,  not  confin'd  to  time  or  place. 
Or  worn  for  fhew  ;  but  on  Religion's  bafir 
Well-founded,  eafy,  free,  and  debonair  : 

Next  rofe-cheek'd  Modefly,  beyond  compare 
The  beft  cofmetic  of  the  Virgin's  face  ; 
Neatnefs,  which  doubles  every  female  grace  j 

And  temper  mild,  thy  joys  and  griefs  to  Jhare  ; 
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Beauty  in  frue  proportion  rather  choofe 
Than  cobur,  fit  to  grace  thy  fecial  board, 

Chear  thy  chafte  bed,  and  honeft  offspring  rear  i 
With  thefe  feek  Prudence  well  to  guide  thy  houfe. 
Untainted  Birth,  and,  if  thy  ftats  afford. 

Do  not,  when  fuch  the  prize,  for  fortune  fquare. 


c^<S^<£p<£p^!£p<£^^p^e^£e^£e<L£^iCS^^^^  ?np  flCe  sCp  ^c  sue  sue  In? 

SONNET. 


T  O 


BY    THE     SAME. 

"  QWEETis  the  Love  that  comes  witk  willingnefs ;' 
•3  So  fings  the  fweeteft  Bard  "'  that  ever  fung  ; 
Ten  thoufand  bleffings  on  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Who  felt  and  plain'd  true  lovers'  fore  diftrefs ! 

Sweet  were  the  joys  which  once  you  did  poflefs. 
When  on  the  yielding  Fair  one's  lips  you  hung  ; 
The  forer  now  your  tender  heart  is  wrung 

With  fad  remembrance  of  her  ficklenefs : 


Spenfsr, 

Ye* 
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Yet  let  not  gilef  and  heart-confuming  care 
Prey  on  your  foul ;  but  let  your  conflant  mind 
Bear  up  with  ftrength  and  manly  hardinefs  ; 
Your  worth  may  move  a  more  deferving  Fair ; 
And  fhe,  that  fcornful  beauty,  foon  may  find. 
Sharp  are  the  pangs  that  follow  faithleffnefs. 

.^.,.L.^4..^..i..^-i..^4..^..i..^..|..^..i..^.4..^..|^^ 

S        O        N        N        E        t. 

Bif      THE       SAME. 

"Y  gracious  God,  whofe  kind  conduding  hand 
Has  fteer'd  me  thro'  this  Life's  tumultuous  fea. 
From  many  a  rock,  and  many  a  tempell  free. 
Which  prudence  could  not  fiiun,  nor  ftrength  withiland, 

And  brought  at  length  almod  in  fight  of  land. 
That  quiet  haven  where  I  long  to  be. 
Only  the  llraits  of  Death  betwixt,  which  we 

Are  doom'd  to  pafs,  e'er  reach  the  heavenly  ftrand  ; 

Be  this  fliort  pafl^ige  boifterous,  rough,  and  rude. 
Or  fmooth,  and  calm — Father,  thy  will  be  done—* 
Support  me  only  in  the  troubl'ous  tour; 
My  fins  all  pardon'd  thro'  my  Saviour's  blood. 
Let  Faith,  and  Hope,  and  Patience  flill  hold  on 
Unlhaken,  and  Joy  crown  my  lateft  hour ! 

SONNET 
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TO    MATTHEW    BARNARD   ". 


BY     THE     SAME. 


ITTHEW,  whofe  fkilful  hand  and   well-worn 
fpade 

Shall  foon  be.call'd  to  make  the  humble  bed. 
Where  I  at  laft  fhall  reft  my  weary  head. 
And  form'd  of  duft,  again  in  dull  be  laid  ; 

Near,  but  not  in  the  Church  of  God,  be  made 
My  clay-cold  cell,  and  near  the  common  tread 
Of  pafliug  friends ;   when  number'd  with  the  dead. 

We're  equal  all,  and  vain  dlHindLions  fade  : 

The  cowllip,  violet,  or  the  pale  primrofe 

Perhaps  may  chance  to  deck  the  verdant  fweard  ; 
Which  twilled  briar  or  hafle-bands  entwine  j 
Symbols  of  life's  foon-fading  glories  thofe  — 
Do  thoa  the  monumental  hillock  guard 

From  trampling  cattie,  and  the  routing  fwine. 


Vol.  ir. 


"  The  Ax  •,!  of  the  parifh. 

u 


ON 
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ON    MR.    NASH'S    PICTURE 

AT  FULL  LENGTH  BETWEEK  THE  BUSTS  OF  SIR  ISAAC 
NEWTON  AND   MR.   POPE,   AT  BATH. 

BY    THE    EARL    OF    CHES  TE  RFI  E  LD  •. 

THE  old  Egyptians  hid  their  wit 
In  hieroglyphic  drefs. 
To  give  men  pains  in  fearch  of  it. 
And  pleafe  themfelves  with  guefs- 

Moderns,  to  hit  the  felf-fame  path. 

And  exercife  their  parts. 
Place  figures  in  a  room  at  Bath  : 

Forgive  them,  God  of  Arts ! 

Newton,  if  I  can  judge  aright. 

All  Wifdom  does  exprefs ; 
His  knowledge  gives  mankind  delight. 

Adds  to  their  happinefs. 


•  See  Dodflsy's  Colkftion,  vol,  I.  p.  359. 


Pope 
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Pope  IS  the  emblem  of  true  Wit, 
The  funfhine  of  the  mind  j 

Read  o'er  his  works  in  fearch  of  it^ 
You'll  endlefs  pleafure  find. 

Nafli  reprefents  man  in  the  mafs. 
Made  up  of  Wrong  and  Right  ; 

Sometimes  a  King,  fometimes  an  Afs ; 
Now  blunt,  and  now  polite. 

The  pidlure  plac'd  the  bulls  between. 
Adds  to  the  thought  much  ftrength, 

Wifdom,  and  Wit,  are  little  feen. 
But  Folly's  at  full  length. 


ON  THE  DUTCHESS  OF  RICHMOND  ?. 

BY     THE     SAME. 

WHAT  dofcholars  and  bards,  andaftronomers  wife. 
Mean  by  Huffing  our  heads  wi^h  their  nonfenfc 
and  lies : 
By  telling  us  Venus  muft  always  appear 
In  a  car,  or  a  ftell,  or  a  twinkling  liar ; 

P  Sarah,  elded:  daughter  and  coheir  of  William  Earl  of  Cadogan. 
She  died  Auguft  25,  1751. 

U  2  Drawn 
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Drawn  by  fparrovvs,  or  fwans,  or  dolphins,  or  doves. 
Attended  in  form  by  the  graces  and  loves  : 
That  ambrofia  and  nedtar  is  all  fhe  will  tafte. 
And  her  paffport  to  hearts  on  a  belt  round  her  waift  f 
Without  all  this  bullle  I  faw  the  bright  dame. 

To  fupper  lall  night  to  P y's  (he  came 

In  a  good  warm  fedan  ;  no  fine  open  car; 

Two  chairmen  her  doves,  and  a  flambeau  her  flar  ; 

No  neftar  flie  drank,  no  ambrofia  fhe  eat ; 

Her  cup  was  plain  claret,  a  chicken  her  meat : 

Nor  wanted  a  ceflus  her  bofom  to  grace,    • 

For  R d,  that  night,  had  lent  her  her  face. 

ARNO's    VALE.       A     SONG. 

WRITTEN     AT     FLORENCE,    ON     THE     DEATH    OF     THE. 
LAST   GRAND   DUKE   OF   TUSCANY   or    THE    MEDlCI 
FAMILY. 

BY  CHARLES  DUKE  OF  DORSET  1, 

WHEN  heie,  Lucinda,  firft  we  came. 
Where  Arno  rolls  his  filver  flream. 
How  blythe  the  nymphs,  the  fwains  how  gay. 
Content  infpir'd  each  rural  lay  ! 

S  Charles,  the  fecond  Duke  of  Dorfet,  born  February  6,  1710-11, 
and  died  6th  January,  1769. 

The 
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The  birds  in  livelier  concert  fang. 
The  grapes  in  thicker  clullers  hung; 
All  look'd  as  joy  could  never  fail. 
Among  the  fweets  of  Arno's  vale. 

But  now,  fince  good  Palemon  dy'd. 
The  chief  of  fhepherds,  and  the  pride. 
Old  Arno's  fons  mull  all  give  place 
To  northern  fwains,  an  iron  race  "■  ! 
The  tafte  of  pleafure  now  is  o'er. 
Thy  notes,  Lucinda,  pleafe  no  more. 
The  Mufes  droop;  and  Goths  prevail. 
Adieu  the  Aveets  of  Arno's  vale. 


BRITAIN'S      ISLE. 

ON    THE    DEATH    OF    FREDERICK    PRINCE    OF    WALES. 
BY       THE       SAME, 

WHO  but  remembers  yefterday. 
Remembers  Britain  happy,  gay; 
Each  bard  infpir'd  with  fprightlier  lays. 
Already  fung  Saturnian  days  : 

'  Meaning  the  Hoofe  of  Aufliia. 

U  j'  Already 
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Already  Science,  hand  in  hand 

With  Art,  had  Freedom's  temple  plann'd. 

All  wore  an  univerfal  fmile  ; 

Such  were  the  hopes  of  Britain's  Ifle. 

But  now,  fince  Fate  has  wrapt  in  night 
The  nation's  and  mankind's  delight  j 
Since  Frederick  now  for  ever  fleeps. 
Art  droops  again,  and  Science  weeps ; 
Corruption  (who  had  fpread  her  wing. 
To  fly  before  the  patriot  King) 
Her  flight,  now  doubtful,  flops  a  while—? 
Adieu  the  hopes  of  Britain's  ifle. 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  REV.  SIR  JOHN  DOLBEN'. 

SIR  John,  or  Doftor,  chufe  you  whether  j 
Or  Friend,  a  better  name  than  either  : 
Had  it  pleas'd  dame  or  madam  Fortune, 
T*  have  thrown  me  in  fome  place  opportune, 

»   Of  FInedon,  in  Northarnptonfliire,  Bart.  D.  D.  and  Prebeiidaty 
^§  Durham,    He  died  November  zo,  1756,  aged  73. 

T* 


\ 
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To  fee,  and  hv^*-,  and  talk  with  you 

And  Wake      metimes  an  hour  or  two; 

Or  {^y  it  hours  were  fix  or  feven, 

(For  Will  can  joke  from  morn  till  even) 

No  need  had  been  to  pump  for  metre. 

To  furnifli  out  an  idle  letter  ; 

For  then,  inftead  of  diting  poefy, 

I  might  have  prated  viva  voce. 

Then  haply,  had  the  way  between  '« 

Been  miles  and  way-bits  under  teens, 

I  might  have  view'd  fair  Finedon's  tow'rs. 

Its  walks,  and  avenues,  and  bovv'rs. 

The  fweet  abode  of  yon  and  yours ; 

The  noble  furniture  have  feen. 

The  living  furniture  I  mean  ;  / 

For  what  is  all  the  coftly  traffic. 

That  comes  from  India,  Spain,  or  Afric, 

Compar'd  to  fprightly  wit  and  beauty. 

That  always  pleafant  is  and  new  t'  yoa  ? 

Then  had  I  feen  in  ev'ry  kind. 

Such  beauties  both  of  face  and  mind, 

As  oft  are  read  of  in  romances. 

The  creatures  of  poetic  fancies. 

But  fave  at  Finedon,  hardly  found 

On  Englifh,  or  un-Englifh  ground  ; 

Then  had  I but  1  cry  you  mercy. 

For  I  muft  be  content  with  hearfay. 
Nor  hope  to  fee  fuch  fights  as  there  are^ 
Unlefs  I  liv'd  a  great  deal  nearer. 

U  4  Bui 
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But  miles  there  are  twenty  and  thirty. 
Both  woundy  long,  and  plaguy  dirty. 
Which  I,  the  laziefl:  thing  alive. 
Could  hardly  pafs  in  days  twice  five. 
Would  Pegafus  let  me  beflride  him. 
And  teach  me  fiiill,  when  up,  to  ride  him  ; 
Or  had  I  wings  well  glu'd  and  corded. 
Better  than  Icarus  or  Ford  had, 
Away  I'd  fly,  nor  Hay  to  bait. 
Until  I  knock'd  at  Finedon  gate. 
Then  woe  be  to  the  beef  and  claret. 
For  by  my  faith  I  would  not  fpare  it ; 
Nor  Ihould  I,  once  poffeffion  taken. 
Contrive  cr  care  to  fave  your  bacon. 

But  what  a  fot  am  I  to  think 
Of  fuch  poor  things  as  meat  and  drink. 
And  not  revolve  within  my  mind 
The  fairell  of  the  fairell  kind  ! 
Since  to  the  fair,  with  heart  moll  fervent, 
I  vow  myfelf  an  humble  fervant. 
How  fl^ould  I  joy  to  fee  the  lady  ' 
That  makes  three  fvveet  ones  call  you  dady  ! 
To  fee  thofe  pretty  heirs  apparent 
Trip  it  along  like  fairies  errant  1 
To  view  thofe  little  reprefenters 
SurpalCng  niceli  fkill  of  painters, 

t  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  William  the  fifth  Lord  Digby.     She  died 

November  4,  173Q. 

Refembling 
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Refembling  either  parent's  face 
The  Digby  and  the  Dolben  race  ; 
To  read  in  every  line  and  feature, 
Avi  avorum  wrought  by  nature. 

Thefe  images,  dear  Sir,  I  find 
So  ftrongly  painted  in  my  mind. 
That  all  the  while  I  tell  my  fiory, 
Methir.ks  I  fee  'em  full  before  me. 
Thus  diftant  half  a  hundred  miles, 
I  fee  their  little  play  and  fmiles. 
While,  as  the  abfent  lover's  ufe  is. 
Fancy  fupplies  what  fate  refufes. 

You  fee.  Sir,  how  this  long  epillle, 
Juil:  like  young  mader's  bell  and  whiftle. 
Has  nothing  elfe  to  recommend  it. 
But  jingling  found,  and  yet  I  fend  it  ; 
For  where  no  better  can  be  had, 
Refpeft  is  (hewn,  tho'  fare  be  bad. 

Thus  having  tir'd  myfelf  and  you.  Sir, 
I  kifs  your  hands,  and  fo  adieu.  Sir. 

Brightwell,  March  8,  1725.  A.  Alsop  \ 

"  See  Doddcy's  Colledion,  vol,  v!.  p,  256, 
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ODE      TO      MORNING. 

B  Y 

THE  fpiightly  meffenger  of  day 
To  Heaven  afcending  tunes  the  lay 
That  wnkes  the  blufhing  morn  : 
Chear'd  with  th'  infpiring  notes,  I  rife 
And  hail  the  power,  whofe  glad  fupplieg 
Th'  enliven'd  plains  adorn. 

Far  hence  retire,  O  Night !  thy  praife^ 
Majeftic  queen  !  in  nobler  lays 

Already  has  been  fung  : 
When  thine  own  fpheres  expire,  thy  name. 
Secure  from  time,  (hall  rife  in  fame, 

Immortalia'd  by  Young. 

See,  while  I  fpeak,  Aurora  (beds 
Her  early  honours  o'er  the  meads;. 

The  fpringing  valleys  fmile  j 
Y/ith  chearful  heart  the  village- fwair; 
Renews  the  labours  of  the  plain. 

And  meets  the  accuflom'd  toil. 

Day'* 
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Day's  monarch  comes  to  blefs  the  year, 
Wing'd  zephyrs  wanton  round  his  car. 

Along  th'  aethereal  road  ; 
Plenty  and  Health  attend  his  beams. 
And  Truth,  divinely  bright,  proclaims 

The  vifit  of  the  God. 

Avv'd  by  the  view,  my  foul  reveres 

The  Great  First  Cause  that  bade  the  fpheres 

In  tuneful  order  move  ; 
Thine  is  the  fable-mantled  Night, 
Unfeen  Almighty  !  and  the  Light 

The  radiance  of  thy  love. 

Hark  !  the  awaken'd  grove  repays 
With  melody  the  genial  rays. 

And  Echo  fpreads  the  flrain  ; 
The  ftreams  in  grateful  murmurs  run. 
The  bleating  flocks  falute  the  fun. 

And  mufic  glads  the  plain. 

While  Nature  thus  her  charms  difplays. 
Let  me  enjoy  the  fragrant  breeze 

The  opening  flowers  difFufe  ; 
Temp'rance  and  Innocence  attend, 
Thefe  are  your  haunts,  your  influence  lend, 

AfTociates  of  the  Mufe  ! 


Riot, 
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Riot,  and  Guitt,  and  wailing  Care, 
And  fell  Revenge,  and  black  Defpair, 

Avoid  the  Morning's  light; 
Nor  beams  the  fun,  nor  blooms  the  rofe. 
Their  reliefs  paiTions  to  compofe. 

Who  Virtue's  didlates  flight. 

Along  the  mead,  and  in  the  wood. 
And  an  the  margin  of  the  flood 

The  Goddefs  walks  confeil  : 
She  gives  the  landfcape  power  to  charm, 
The  fun  his  genial  heat  to  warm 

The  v/iCc  and  generous  breafi. 

Happy  the  man  !  whofe  tranquil  mind 
Sees  Nature  in  her  changes  kind. 

And  pleas'd  the  whole  furveys  j 
For  him  the  morn  benignly  fmiles. 
And  evening  ihades  reward  the  toils 

That  meafure  out  his  days. 

The  varying  year  may  fhift  the  fcene. 
The  founding  tempeft  lafh  the  main. 

And  Heaven's  own  thunders  roll  ; 
Calmly  he  views  the  buriling  ftorm, 
Tempefts  nor  thunder  can  deform 

The  morning  of  his  foul. 


T  O 
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^»ooe6->5S»cooo-i&  0006  «j&  COM  ^?5«eooo->«^ 

TO        A        LADY. 

WITH    A    PAIR    OF    GLOVES,    ON    VALENTINE's    DAY* 

BRIMFUL  of  anger,  not  of  love. 
The  champion  fends  his  foe  one  glove  j 
But  I,  who  have  a  double  (hare 
Of  fofter  paffion,  fend  a  pair. 
Nor  think  it,  deareft  Celia,  cruel. 
That  I  invite  you  to  a  duel : 
Ready  to  meet  you  face  to  face, 
At  any  time,  in  any  place  : 
Nor  will  I  leave  you  in  the  lurch, 
Tho'  you  fhould  dare  to  name  the  church  ; 
There  come  equipped  with  all  your  charms. 
The  ring  and  licence  are  my  arms ; 
With  thefe  I  mean  your  power  to  try. 
And  meet  ray  charmer,  tho'  I  die. 


THE 
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THE  'SQUIRE  AND  THE  PARSON. 

AN       ECLOGUE, 
BY        S.       J.        E     S     Q^ 

I Y  his  hall  chimney,  where  in  rufty  grate 
Green  faggots  wept  their  own  untimely  fatef. 
In  elbow  chair  the  penfive  'Squire  reclin'd. 
Revolving  debts  and  taxes  in  his  mind : 
A  pipe  juft  fili'd,  upon  a  table  near 
Lay  by  the  London  Evening,  ftain'd  with  beer> 
With  half  a  bible,  on  whofe  remnants  torn 
Each  parifh  round  was  annually  forfworn. 
The  gate  now  claps,  as  evening  juft  grew  dark. 
Tray  ftarts,  and  with  a  growl  prepares  to  bark; 
But  foon  difcerning  with  fagacious  nofe 
The  well-known  favour  of  the  Parfon's  toes. 
Lays  down  his  head,  and  finks  in  foft  repofe : 
The  Doftor  entering,  to  the  tankard  ran. 
Takes  a  good  hearty  pull,  and  thus  began  : 

PARSON, 

Why  fut'll  thou,  thus  forlorn  and  dull,  my  friend. 
Now  War's  rapacious  reign  is  at  an  end  } 

7  Hark 


Hark,  how  the  diftant  bells  infpire  delight ! 
See  bonfires  fpangle  o'er  the  veil  of  night ! 

's  <^U   IRE. 

What's  Peace,  alas  !  in  foreign  parts  to  me  ? 
At  home,  nor  peace,  nor  plenty  can  I  fee  j 
Joylefs,  Ihear  drums,  bells,  and  fiddles  found, 
'Tis  all  the  fame — Four  (hillings  in  the  pound. 
My  wheels,  tho'  old,  are  clogg'd  with  a  new  tax; 
My  oaks,  tho'  young,  mull  groan  beneath  the  axe: 
My  barns  are  half  unthatch'd,  until'd  my  houfe. 
Loll  by  this  fatal  ficknefs  all  my  cows  : 
See,  there's  the  bill  my  late  damn'd  lawfuit  coll ! 
Long  as  the  land  contended  for— and  loll  : 
Ev'n  Ormond's  Head  I  can  frequent  no  more. 
So  fhort  my  pocket  is,  fo  long  the  fcore  ; 
At  fhops  all  round  I  owe  for  fifty  things.— 
This  comes  of  fetching  Hanoverian  kings. 

PARSON. 

I  mull  confefs  the  times  are  bad  indeed. 
No  wonder ;  when  we  fcarce  believe  our  creed  ; 
When  purblind  Reafon's  deem'd  the  fureft  guide. 
And  heaven-born  Faith  at  her  tribunal  try'd  : 
When  all  church-power  is  thought  to  make  men  flaves. 
Saints,  martyrs,  fathers,  all  call'd  fools,  and  knaves. 

's    Q^U    I    R    E. 

Come,  preach  no  more,  but  drink,  and  hold  your 
tongue  : 
I'm  for  the  church  :-^but  think  the  parfons  wrong. 

Parson. 


C     3-^4     ) 

PARSON. 

See  there  !  Free-thinking  now  fo  rank  is  grown. 
It  fpreads  infeftion  thro'  each  country  town  ; 
Deiflic  fcoiFs  fly  round  at  rural  boards, 
'Squires,  and  their  tenants  too,  profane  as -lords. 
Vent  impious  jokes  on  every  facred  thing  ; 

'S    Q^U    IRE. 

Come,  drink  ;-^ 

PA   R  s  o  N. 
—Here's  to  you,  then,  to  church  and  king ; 

's    Q^V   IRE. 

Here's  church  and  king,  I  hate  the  glafs  fhould  flandj 
Tho'  one  takes  tithes,  and  t'  other  taxes  land. 

PARSON. 

Heaven  with  new  plagues  will  fcourge  this  finful 
nation, 
Unlefs  we  foon  repeal  the  toleration. 
And  to  the  church  rellore  the  convocation  : 

's  Q^U    I    R   E. 

Plagues  we  fhould  feel  fufficient,  on  my  word, 
Starv'd  by  two  hoafes.  priell-rid  by  a  third. 
For  better  days  we  lately  had  a  chance. 
Had  not  the  honefi:  Plaids  been  irick'd  by  France,* 

PARSON. 

Is  not  mofl  grncious  George  our  faith's  defender  ? 
You  love  the  church,  yet  wiHi  for  the  pretender  ! 

'S  Q^U  I  R   2. 
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's  Q^v  1  R  e; 
Preferment,  I  fuppofe,  is  what  you  mean. 
Turn  Whig,  and  you,  perhaps,  may  be  a  Dean  : 
Sut  you  muft  firft  learn  how  to  treat  your  betters. 
What's  here  ?  fure  fome  ftrange  news,  a  boy, with  letters; 
O  ho  !  here's  one,  I  fee,  from  Parfon  Sly  : 
*'  My  reverend  neighbour  Squab  being  like  to  die, 
"  I  hope,  if  heaven  fhould  pleafe  to  take  him.  hence,   - 
*'  To  alk  the  living  would  be  no  offence." 

PARSON; 

Have  you  not  fvvore,  that  I  fhould  Squab  fucceed  ? 
Think  how  for  this  I  taught  your  fons  to  read  ; 
How  oft  difcover'd  pufs  on  new-plow'd  land. 
How  oft  fupported  you  with,  friendly  hand^ 
When  I  could  fcarcelygo,noreouldyoiirworfhip  ilar 

's  q^V  IRE. 

'Twas  your's,  had  you  been  honeft,  wife,  or  civil  j 
Now  e'en  go  court  the  Bifhops— or  the  Devil. 

PARSON. 

If  I  meant  any  thing  now  let  me  die,  -j 

I'm  blunt,  and  cannot  fawn  and  cant,  not  I,  C 

Like  that  old  prelLyterian  rafcal,  Sly.  i 

I  am,  you  know,  a  right  true-hearted  Tory, 
Love  a  good  glafs,  a  merry  fong,  or  flory. 
's  c^u  I  R  E. 

Thou  art  an  honeft  dog,  that's  truth  indeed — 
Talk  no  more  nonfenfe  then  about  the  creed, 
I  can't,  I  think,  deny  thy  firfl  requeft ; 
'Tis  thine  3   but  firft  a  bumper  to  the  beft. 

VOL.  LI.  X  PARSON, 
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PARSON. 

Mod  noble  'Squire,  more  generous  than  your  wine. 

How  pleafing's  the  condition  you  aiTign  ? 

Give  me  the  fparkling  glafs,  and  here,  d'ye  fee. 

With  joy  I  drink  it  on  my  bended  knee  : 

Great  Queen  !   who  governeft  this  earthly  ball. 

And  mi.k'ft  both  kings,  and  kingdoms,  rife  and  fall 

Whofe  wonderous  power  in  fecret  all  things  rules. 

Makes  fools  of  mighty  peers,  and  peers  of  fools  : 

Difpenfes  mitres,  coronets,  and  flars  ; 

Involves  far  diftant  realms  in  bloody  wars. 

Then  bids  the  fnaky  trefles  ceafe  to  hifs. 

And  gives  them  peace  again—"  nay,  giv'ft  us  this : 

Whofe  health  does  health  to  all  mankind  impart. 

Here's  to  thy  much-lov'd  health  : 

*s  <^u  IRE,     rubbing  his  hands. 

With  all  my  heart.. 

X  Madatn  de  P— mp— •dour. 
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ALLEN  AND  ELLA.    A  FRAGMENT, 


B  Y 


^N  the  banks  of  that  cryftalline  ftream 
Where  Thames,  oft,  his  current  delays  : 
And  charms,  more  than  poets  can  dream. 
In  his  Richmond's  bright  villa  furveys  ; 

Fair  Ella  !  of  all  the  gay  throng 

The  faireft  that  Nature  had  feen. 
Now  drew  every  village  along. 

From  the  day  fhe  firft  danc'd  on  the  green. 

Ah!  boaft  not  of  beauty's  fond  power. 

For  fhort  is  the  triumph,  ye  fair  ! 
Not  fleeter  the  bloom  of  each  flower ; 

And  hope  is  but  gilded  defpair. 

His  afFeftlon  each  fwain  now,  behold. 

By  riches  endeavours  to  prove  1 
But  Ella  ftill  cries,  what  is  gold. 

Or  wealth,  when  compar'd  to  his  love  ? 

X  2  Vej 
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Yes  !   Allen,  together  we'll  wield 

Our  fickles  in  fummer's  bright  day  ; 
5'ogether  we'll  leafe  o'er  the  field. 
And  fmile  all  our  labours  away  : 

In  winter  !  I'll  winnow  the  wheat 

As  it  falls  from  thy  flail  on  the  ground  ; 

That  flail  will  be  mufic  as  fvvect 

When  thy  voice  in  the  labour  is  drown'd. 

How  oft  would  he  fpeak  of  his  blifs  ! 

How  oft  would  he  call  her  his  maid  I 
And  Allen  would  feal  with  a  kifs 

Every  promife  and  vow  that  he  faid. 

But  hark  o'er  the  grafs-level  ^  land. 

The  village  bells  found  on  the  plain  ; 

Falfe  Allen  !  this  morn  gave  his  hand. 
And  Ella's  fond  tears  are  in  vain. 

Sad  Ella,  too  foon,  heard  the  tale  ! 

Too  foon  the  fad  caufe  flie  was  told  ! 
That  his  was  a  nymph  of  the  vale  : 

That  he  broke  his  fond  promife  for  gold. 

As  file  walk'd  by  the  margin  fo  green, 

Which  befringes  the  fweet  river's  fide, 

y  The  village  of  Peterrtiam, 


How 
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How  oft'  was  fhe  languiftiing  feen  !  , 

How  oft'  would  fhe  gaze  on  the  tide  ! 

By  the  clear  river,  then,  as  (he  fate. 

Which  refleded  herfelf  and  the  mead  ; 

Awhile  !  fhe  bewept  her  fad  fate. 

And  the  green  turf,  flill,  pillow'd  her  head. 

There,  there  !  is  it  Ella,  I  fee  ? 

'Tis  Ella,  the  loft,  undone  maid  ! 
Ah  !  no,  'tis  fome  Ella,  like  me. 

Some  haplefs  young  virgin  betray'd  ! 

Like  me  !  fhe  has  forrow'd  and  wept ; 

Like  me  !  fhe  has,  fondly,  believ'd  ; 
Like  me  !  her  true  promife  fhe  kept. 

And,  like  me,  too,  is  juftly  deceiv'd. 

I  come,  dear  companion  in  grief! 

Gay  fcenes  and  fond  pleafures,  adieu  ! 
I  come  I  and  we'll  gather  relief 

From  bofoms  fo  chafte  and  fo  true  ! 

Like  you  !  I  have  mourn'd  the  long  night. 

And  wept  out  the  day  in  defpair  ! 
Like  you  !  I  have  banifh'd  delight. 

And  bofom'd  a  friend  in  my  care. 

X3  Ye 
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Ve  meadows !   fo  lovely,  farewell. 

Your  velvet,  ftill,  Allen  fhall  tread  ! 
All  deaf  to  the  found  of  that  knell 

Which  tolls  for  his  Ella  when  dead. 

Your  wifh  will,  too  fure  1  be  obey'd  ; 

Nor  Allen  her  lofs  Ihall  bemoan  ! 
Soon,  foon !  fhall  poor  Ella  be  laid. 

Where  her  heart  Ihall  be  cold  as  your  own. 

Then,  twin'd  in  the  arms  of  that  fair, 

Whofe  wealth  has  been  Ella's  fad  fate  ; 

As,  together,  ye  draw  the  free  air. 

And  a  thoufand  dear  pleafures  relate  : 

If  chance,  o'er  my  turf,  as  ye  tread. 

Ye  dare  to  affeft  a  fond  figh  ! 
The  primrofe  will  fhrink  her  paie  head. 

And  the  violet  languilh  and  die. 

Ah  !  weep  not,  fond  maid  !  'tis  in  vain  ; 

Like  the  tears  which  you  lend  to  the  llream  j 
Tears  !  are  loit  in  that  watery  plain  ; 

And  your  fighs  are  ftill  loft  upon  him. 

Scarce  !  echo  had  gather'd  the  found. 

But  (he  plung'd  from  her  grafs-fpringing  bed  ; 

The  liquid  ftream  parts  to  the  ground. 
And  the  mirror  clos'd  over  her  head. 

The 
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The  fwalns  of  the  village  at  eve. 

Oft  meet  at  the  dark-fpreading  yew  ; 

There  wonder  how  man  could  deceive 
A  bofom  fo  chafte  and  fo  true. 

With  garlands,  of  every  flower, 

(Which  Ella  herfelf  fhould  have  made) 
They  raife  up  a  fhort-living  bower  ; 

And,  fighing !  cry,  **  Peace  to  her  fliade." 

Then  !  hand-lock'd-in-hand,  as  they  move 
The  green- platting  hillock  around. 

They  talk  of  poor  Ella,  and  love  ; 

And  frefhen  with  tears  the  fair  ground  : 

Nay,  wifh  they  had  never  been  born. 
Or  liv'd  the  fad  moment  to  view ! 

When  her  Allen  could  thus  be  forfworn. 
And  his  Ella  could  Aill  be  fo  true. 
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ODE        TO        HEALTH. 

BY  ISAAC  HAWKINS  BROWNE,  ESQi_ 

COME,  rofy  Health,  celeflial  maid. 
On  Zephyr's  filken  wing  convey 'd. 
In  fmiles  thy  heavenly  features  drefl, 
Defcend,  thou  fweet  enchanting  guell 
All  charming,  whether  you  appear 
In  Stamer's  lovely  form  and  air;, 
Or  her's  who  yonder  fhines  from  far 
Fair  as  the  morning's  filver  ftar. 
In  youth's  foft  prime  and  beauty's  pride. 
On  Shannon's  flower-enamell'd  fide. 
By  fhepherds,  in  each  amorous  tale. 
Yclept  the  ^  Lily  of  the  vale. 

Bright  daughter  of  the  bluihing  dawn, 
-   Nymph  of  the  woods,  and  daified  lawn, 
Who  fliefl:  the  bufy,  full  reforts 
Of  peopled  cities,  revelling  courts. 


z  Mifs  Fitigerald. 
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But,  clad  in  ruflet,  lov'll  to  dwell 
With  Temperance  in  the  rural  cell. 
Attend  the  (lieep-boy  at  his  ftand. 
Or  ploughman  o'er  the  furrow'd  land. 
Or  wait,  at  fpring  of  fragrant  morn. 
The  opening  hound,  and  chearing  horn: 

Ever  chearful,  ever  gay, 
Hither  come,  and  chafe  away 
Sorrow  of  dejefted  eye. 
The  plaintive  tear,  the  ftruggling  figh, 
Difeafe  with  fickly  yellow  fpread. 
And  Pain  that  holds  the  hanging  head  j 
And  in  their  flead  condudl  along 
Fantaftic  Dance,  and  airy  Song, 
Wit,  of  tafte  correft  and  fine. 
Frolic  Mirth,  that  waits  on  wine, 
Hope  that  fans  the  lover's  fires, 
Pleafing  Follies,  gay  Defires  ; 
For  thefe  are  thine,  a  fprightly  train. 
Without  thee  lifelefs,  joylefs,  vain. 

'Tis  you  who  pour  o'er  Beauty's  face 
The  artlefs  bloom,  the  native  grace  ; 
You  robb'd  the  bafhful  rofe,  and  (hed 
Its  foft,  refin'd,  delicious  red 
On  Waller's  cheek  ;  'tis  you  beftow 
On  Mans  el's  lips  the  ripening  glow. 
With  quickening  fpirits  you  fupply 
The  trembling  luHre  of  her  eye. 


Through 
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Throtrgh  every  form  of  myflic  birth. 
The  fwarming  air,  the  teeming  earth. 
Through  all  the  fruitful  deep  contains. 
Thy  fo\'ereign  vital  influence  reigns. 
Mixes,  ferments,  infpires  the  whole. 
Pours  the  glad  warmth,  the  genial  foul. 
Breathes  in  the  breeze,  diftils  in  fhowers. 
Swells  the  young  bud,  and  wakes  the  flowers: 
With  livelier  green  the  herbage  fprings. 
The  violet  blows,  the  linnet  fings. 
Its  richeft  colouring  Nature  wears. 
And  Pleafure  leads  the  wanton  years. 

Oh  1  fee  I  pine  diftrefs'd,  forlorn. 
And  feek  in  vain  thy  wifh'd  return  : 
Return  then,  Goddefs,  heavenly  mild. 
Indulgent  now  as  once  you  fmil'd. 
In  golden  Youth's  propitious  May, 
When  jocund  danc'd  my  hours  away. 
With  love,  and  joy,  and  rapture  bleft. 
And  thou  waft  there  to  crown  the  rell. 
Then,  as  round  the  Seafoiis  range. 
And  years  in  fweet  fucceflicn  change. 
On  Shannon's  iilver-flovving  llream 
I'll  fing,  and  thou  flialt  be  my  theme  ; 
Rich  in  my  verfe,  thy  charms  fliall  fliine. 
And  Harold's  beauties  yield  to  thine. 


O  N 
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ON    THE    BIRTH    OF  A    FIRST   CHILD. 
BY      M  Ri    E  K  I  N  S. 

I. 

EXHAUSTED  by  her  painful  throes. 
Let  nature  take  her  due  repofe  ; 
Sweet,  deareft  Anna,  be  thy  fleep» 
While  I  my  joyful  vigils  keep; 
O  be  thy  joy  fncere  as  mine. 
For  fure  my  pangs  have  equal'd  thine. 

II. 
Sleep  on,  and  waking,  thou  fhalt  fee 
All  that  delights  thy  foul  in  me ; 
Friend,  hufband,  and  a  name  mod  dear. 
The  father  of  thy  new-born  care  ; 
As  thou  on  her  thy  eyes  fliall  caft. 
Thank  heaven  for  all  the  danger  paft. 

III. 
Heaven  for  no  trivial  caufe  ordnins. 
That  joy  like  this  fucceeds  thy  pains. 
But  by  this  facred  pledge  demands 
A  parent's  duty  at  thy  hands ; 
While  thou  thy  infant  charge  fhall  rear. 
My  love  (hall  lighten  every  care. 

IV.  Since 
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IV. 
Since  I  before  the  hallow'd  flirine, 
Firft  call'd  my  dearell  Anna  mine. 
Ne'er  did  my  pulfe  fo  rapid  move. 
Nor  glad  my  heart  with  equal  love  ; 
Thofe  charms  that  in  this  infant  lie 
Shall  bind  us  by  a  clofer  tye. 

V. 
My  partial  eyes  with  pleafure  trace 
The  features  in  its  infant  face  ; 
And  if  kind  heaven  in  mercy  hear 
The  fondnefs  of  a  father's  prayer. 
In  her  may  1  thofe  manners  fee, 
Thofe  virtues  I  adore  in  thee. 
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